



Pinta, p 2 ns 
— 









au uo 

à y s 
SB RE JW: 
RITISH THEATRE. 


VOLUME rus EIGHTEENTH. 













‘onfifting of the той efteemed 


ENGLISH PLAYS. 


VOLUME rar EIGHTEENTH, 


Being the Ninth Votume of TRAGEDIES. 


CONTAINING 


„Ворномтзва, by Mr. THOMSON: 

HILASTER, altered from BEAUMONT & FLETCHER. 
IRGINIA, by Mr. Crisp. 

ustavus Vasa, by Henry Brooker, Efq. 
Puysses, by №. Rowe, Ед. 


^^ 





AM Май O н, рдо но 
'rinted for Јонх Вер, at the British Library, Strand, 
RR 


M DCC LXXX. 


S OPHONISBA . 

















MOBARRY 4n Fhe @ haracter of SOPH ONTS: 
В px ton hatg danket drank o Д 
ыле ы orte, 





Sueno 2 » | 
SOPHONISBA | 


A TRAGEDY s 


As written > Mr, ho: MSON. 


* he 
АХ 


i | 

ANB төйи AT cu | 
| 

| 








(LONDON: 4 
— Joun Drie, near Exoer-Eschorge, in the Sand 
— ipie y 
MDCCLEXVIII. - 








MADAM, , 1 * 
T notice your Majefty has condefcended to take of. - 
the following tragedy, emboldens me to lay it, in 
the humble manner, at your Majefty’s feet. And to 
whom can this Шойпоиз Carthaginian fo properly fly 





for protection, as tow Queen, who commands the hearts 
of a people, more powerful at fea than Carthage, more 
Pace pre do p iren Ди 
re again! ue! a more 
1 Fe Karo Кэ 4 
I dare not, nor indeed need I here attempt а charac- 
ter, where both the great and the amiable qualities fhine 
forth in full e All words are faint to {peak 
what is univerfally felt and — Lie bh 
le. Permit me therefore only to fubfcribe туе, 
ith the trueft zeal and veneration, 


Manam, 
Your Majefty's Н: 
Мой humble, ` È 
Мой dutiful, and 
*  Moftdevotedfervant, — 
JAMES THOMSON. 
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faultsthat may Бе found in the followingpiece. I am · 
— set — н 
to difcover, will be той to 4 They- 
alapo kuow how dificult an undertaking tie: — * 4 
ED. js: and this is a firft attempt. 


Г not my intention, in this preface, то defend any , ] 
si 





p croi a —— regular, herr caen 
with a multiplicity of incidents, and affording fevcral 
revolutions of fortune; by which tbe paflions may be 
excited, varied, and driven to their full tumult of — А 

This unity of defign was always fought after, and ad~ 
mired by the antients: and the той eminent amon; * 
moderns, who underſtood their writings, have -chi 
imitate them in this, from an intire conviction that - 
reafon of it muft hold good in allages. . And here allow - 
me to tranflate a paflage from the celebrated 
Racine, which contains. all that. I have то (ау од Маг 


head. j 
* We muft not fancy that this rule has по other foun — 
pue 


* fimplicity Де Thee are fom wk invention, Bi: 
* they do not confider, shat, on the contrary, invention + 
+ confits in making fomerbing our of nothing : and that с 
* this buddle of incidents has always been the — 
хрен ca s oed 3 their genius either. 

Аз, ‘ory 


p 


. Éa 
(6 
engage their fpe@ators, 
6 er, by a fimple action, fupported by 
© of paffions, the beauty of fentiments, and 
* of expreflion.’—I would nor be unde: 
all things are tobe found ia my 
only thew the reader what laimed at, and 
have pleafed him, had it been in my power. 

As to the character of Sophonifba; in drawing it, I 
have confined myfelf tothe truth of hiftory. It were an 
affront tothe age, to fuppofe fuch a character out of na- 
ture; efpecially in a country which has produced fo 
Many great examples of public fpirit and heroic virtues, 
even in the fofter (ех: and 1 deflroyed-her character. 
intirely, had L not marked it with that flrong love to her 
country, difdain of fervitude, and inborn averfion по the 
Romans, by which all hiftorians have difinguifhed her. 
Norought her marrying Mufinifla, while ber former huf- 
band was (НИ alive, to be reckoned a blemifh in “her cha. 
табет, For, by the laws both of Rome and Carthage, 
the captivity of the hufband diffolved the marriage of 
courfe ; as among us impotence, or adultery ; not to 
mention the reafons of а moral and public nature, which 
T have put into her own mouth in the fcene between her 


and Syphax. 
- "This із all I have to fay of the play iefelf. But T cans 
not conclude without owning my obligations ro thofe 
«concerned in the reprefentation. “They have indeed done 
me more than juftice. Whatever was defigned as amiable 
aud engaging im Mafiniffa thines-out in Mr. Wilks’s 
ation... Mrs. Oldfield, in the charaéter of Sophonifba, 
has excelled what, even in the fondnefs of an author, T- 
could either with or imagine. “The dignit 
variety of her been ap- 
and are truly admirable, > 7 2 
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The tr perd a ie 
те ra m Italian foene, —— 
And the Дей tears for ber were taught 
Her charms ibe Colo mof pede 
Corncillebimfelf fao, wonder'd, uad was я 
What foreign foreign theatres with pride Lave, 
Britain, by. p iter sth, makes ber own. В 
When freedom ds the caufe, "нз bers to fights 
раци a ар аана 
For this, E exile min 
—— the Brit feene. 
a at io lif dhe breathes breathes ber genuine flames 
—— و ا‎ d 
ib youth—— 1s, 


duy. of the 
dre tpa ti the Brit Гао 

To-night, our —— 
At once, to 


— 
Wel plead — inf? 
A ir — ir laste. 


— 
to bis patient T 
Tin ir bur 
—— газ poet, is im, 
Nature! the; art, 
Fry dem caret m i dur 
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SCENE, терде CIRT ЫАЛ. 
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Cu Py cds 
Enter Sophonifba and Phocniffa, 


$ориом!5ВА, 
TT ^ HIS hour, Phoenifla, this important hour, 
Or fixes me a queen, of from a throne 

"Throws Sophonifba into Roman chains, 
Detefted thought! For now his utmoít force 
Collected, defperate, diftrefe'd, and fore ` 
From battles loft; with all the rage of war, 
ey Syphax — * Eh А 

jut fay, thou partner of my hopes. fears, 
Phen fay; while, from the lofty tower, 
Our ftraining eyes the field of battle fought, 
Ah, thought you net that ourNumidian troops 
Gave up the broken field, and fcattering fled, 
Wild o'er the hills, from the rapacious fons 
Of fil triumphant Rome? 

Phan. The dream of care ! t 
And think not, Madam, Syphax can refign, 
But with his ebbing life, in this laft field, 
A crown, a kingdom, and a queen he loves I 
Beyond ambition’ brighteit with uke whom, a 

ог threats, nor bound Plighted pric 
He fcora'd бе Roman friendihip (thar tair name — ^ 
For flavery) and from th’ engagements broke ^ 

- Of Scipio, fam’d for every winning art, 





"The towering genius of recover’d Rome: oe 
Soph. Oh, name him nor! Thefe Romans ftir my blood 

‘To too much 1 the fortune. j 

Of that proud — Said you not, Phoeniffa, 4 


(That Syphax ; dire bis Баце, 1 
—— to death or conque? Tne, 


— —— t - + 
Е 1 
то S OPHONTISEA. 
| He loves me with the тадое в of defire ; . 
His every pafon isa flave to love; 
Nor heeds he danger where lbid him gop- ~ = 
„Лог leagues nor intereft, Hance theſe endlefs wars, 
"Thefe rovag'd countries, thete fuccefilefs fights, 
Suftain'd for Carthage; whofe defence alone 
Engag’d my lovelefs marriage-vows with his, 
But know you not, that in the Romancamp 
1 have a lover too; а gallant, brave, 
And difappeinted lover, full of wrath, 
Returning to а kingdom whence the (word: 
OF Syphax drove him ? 
Phen. Maivifla? 


Youre Misi, the Maffylian King, 
"The firit addreffer of my youth; for whom 
My bofom felta fond beginning with, 
Extioguifh'd foon: when onceto Scipio's fide 
Won o'er, and dazaled by th’ enchanting glare 
Of that fair feeming hero, he became 
A gay admiring flave, yet knew it not, 
Ever fince, my has held him in contempt ў 
And — out each idea of his —— 4 
"That there began.to t nay had it been. 
As all. and —— who fits 
Jn fecret fhades, or by the falling ftream, 
And wafles her being in unutter'd pangs, 
I would have broke, or cur'd it of its nenei 
Рат. Heroic опа ! 
Soph. No, Pheenitix ; 
It is not for the daughter of great Afdrubal, 
Defcended froma long illuftriousdine 
Of Carthaginian heroes, who have oft 
ЕР Italy with terror anddifmay, 
And fhock-the walls.of Rome, го pine in lore, — - 
‘Like a deluded maid; to give her life, 
And heart bigh-beating in hercountry’s caufe, 
pora pene common aims and houfhold cares, 
^о give them up to sain prefuming man ; 
Much lefi to one who —— 
An enemy to Carthage, MaGnifa. 


, 
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SOPHONISBA: tf 


Phen. Think по I mean to check that glorious flame, 
"That juft ambition which exalts your foul, 
Fires oneyour cheek, and lightens in your eye. 
Yet would he had been yours! this rifing prince; 
For, пой me, fame is. of Mafiniffa. 
His various —— refplendent deeds, 
His courage, condui -experienc’d yout 
And уай unbroken fine диней, — 
Still rifing ftronger from the laſt defeat, 
Are all the talk and terror too of Afric, ^ ‘ 
Who has not heard the (tory of his woes ! 
‘How hard he came to his paternal reign ; 
Whence foon by Syphax’ Жанен Мше. : 
Aud jealous Carthage driven, he with a few 
Fled to the mountaigs, Then, Ithink, it wis, 
Hem" in a circle of im g rocks, 
‘That all his followers fell, fave fifty horfe; 
Who, thence efcap'd, thro’ fecret paths abrupt, 
Сами the Clu, lin. There overtook, 
And игра by fercê funeuiiugfon, be bui 
With four alone, fore-wounded, thro’ their ranks, 
And all umidft a mighty torrent plung'd. 
Seiz'd by the — їн, two funk ; and two, 
With him, obliquely nl domi the ftream, 
Ang: to M — fhore. Ж, aftonifh'd troj 

check'd, and fhivering on loomy brink, 
баа 





And deem'd him loft in the 
Mean time the dauntlefs, ondefpairing youth 
Lay ina cave concedl'd ; curing his wounds 
With mountain-herbs, and on his horfes fed: 
the loweft ebb of life, 
Stoop'd his afpi — What need 1 fay, 
How once again rettor’d, and once a 
Expell’d, among the Garamantian hills ^ 
He fince has wander'd, till the toman arm 
Reviv'd his caufe? And who (на reign alone, 
Syphax or he, this day decides. 

» Enough. 
"Thou need'ft not blazon thus liis fame, Pheeniiſu. 


рома 
‘Could м, in all her wantonnefs of thought; — ^ 
‘The joy of humankind: wife, valiant, good; With 


а 





Ec ттш 
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1 S O.P HONTIS B A.C 
. With every praife, with every laurel crown’ 
The warrior 's wonder, and the virgin's figh : : р 
Yet this would cloud him o'er; this blemifball; ғ 
His mean fubmiffion to the Roman yoke; е 
| That, falfe to Carthage, Afric, and himfelf, 
With profier'd hand and knee, he hither led 
| Thee ravagers'of сагі, But while we talk, 
| The work of fate goes оп; even now perhaps 
|. My dying country bleeds in every vein, 
And the warm victor thunders at our gate. 
Enter а Meffenger from the фай}. 


MS Ha! Whence artthou ? Speak, tho’ thy bleed- 
Might well excule tby tongue. [ing wounds 
f. Madam,eícapd, . 
With much ado, from yon wide death— 
Soph. No more. 
At once thy meaning flathes o'er my foul. 
Oh, all my үзі’ hopes ! Repaislefs chance 
Of undifcerning war ! And вай loft ? 
An univerfal hayock ? М 
Mel. Madam, all. 
For fcarce a Mafefylian, fave myfelf, 
But is or feiz'd, or bites the bloody plain. 


The Ki 
Soph. КЫ! what of him’? - 


MET. His fiery беса, 
Mafiniffa, the Maflylian prince, 
"d, threw him headlong to his cluftering foes ; 
And now he comes in chains. 
Soph, "Тіз wond'rous fit, 
Abfolute gods! АП Afric is in chains ! а 
‘The weeping world ia chains! Oh, isthere not л 
A time, a righteous time, refery’d in. > 4 
| When thefe орргейогв of mankind ‘hall feel > ~ 
|... The miferies they give f and blindly fight 
| For their own fetters too ?—The conquering troops, 1 
How points their motion ? 1 E 
| „Ма; Atmyheelsthey came, gir, D 
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SOPHONISBA. 138. 

Spb. Hark! arrived. ras 
The murm'riag crowd rolls fri; tothe palace, ~ 
Thou bleed'jt to death; poor faithful wretch ; aways 
And drefs thy wounds, if life be worth thy care: ° ^ 
Though Rome, methinks, will lofe a fave in thee. 
Would Sophortifba were as near the verge — [Exit МУ: 
Of boundiefs, and immortal liberty ! LPadfese 
And wherefore not? When liberty is 100, и 
Let flaves and cowards live; but та the brave 
It were a treachery to themelves, enough 2 
"Го merit chains. And is it fit for те, 
Who in my veins, from Afdrubal deriv'd, E 
Hold Carthaginian са to Rome; 
On whom Гус lavith'd all my boraing foul, [^4 
Та everlafüng hate; for whole deftructi 
1 fold my joyleís youth to — arms, 
And turn’d him upon them ; fit Гог fuch 
A native, reftlefs, unrelenting foe, 
То üt down foftly-penfive, and await 
‘Th’ approaching victor's saberes. chains · 
To grace his —— and the fcorn 
Of every Roman dame—Gods ! how my foul 
Difdains the thought! and this (най fet it free. E 

iab heu 


[Offers te fab Пена. 

Phen, Hold, Sophonifba, hold4-my iriend! my guech! 

ы whom аве Tive! o you oe point, pe 
or throu; т guardian your country. 

"That is л dt refer, and always (шге. 

The gracious gods are liberal of death ; 

To that laft bleffing lend a thoufand ways, 

Think not I'd have you то лараг й 

And walk tpe triunsph of fn! Rome. 

No, иа tears of loyalty е 

| Ere 1 beheld ie à fight, this haad 


| Бока алела ur. as e 
Benes. — 


aaa з. 


The 
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74 SOPHONISBA. 


"Thenext unjoyous day, and fleeplefs night; 
Nor thrink at danger, any (аре of death, * 
Shew mê the баа Корс! Ааа Рв, 
"Too kindly confident! Hope lives not here, 
Fled with her filer Liberty beyond 
The Garamantiav hills, to (ome (cep wild, 
‘Some undiícover'd country, where the foot 
ОЕ. Кото cannot come... 
Phan, Yes, there the ПУЧ 
With Mafinifis wounded, and forlorn, 
Ат! the ferpeat’s bifs, and tiger's yell. 
Soph. Why nam'ft thou po! 
Рат. Madam, in this forgive 
My forward zeal ; from him proceeds our hope. 
He lov'd you once; nor is your form impair'd, 
Warm'd, and unfolded into горде charms ; 
Aik his proreétion from the Roman power, 
You mft prevail; for Sophonifba fure 
From Мабо а cannot afk in vain. " 
Soph. Now, by the prompting genius of my country f 
1 xen thee ie the thought. jo there i Dn = 
Ev'n in defcending thus to beg protection 
From that degenerate youth, t, Oh, for thee, 
My finking country ! and again to gaul 
This hated Rome, what i not endure? 
Tt (hall Ме done, Pheeniffa ; though difguit 
Choak'd up my (trugging meaning, (ай be done. 
Сасе: 


But here I vow, propitious Juno, bear! 

Could every pomp and every pleafure join’d, 

Love, empire, em a whole knecling world, 
Unnerve my fin purpofe, and remit. 

‘That moft inveterate enmity I bear - 

‘The Roman ftare; may Carthage fmosk in ruins! 

Rome rife the miftrefsof mankind! and I, 

"There an abandon’d flave, drag out a length 

Of life, in loath{ome bafenefs and contempt! .. 

"This way the trumpet founds; let us retire,  [Exeunz, 
Enter ix chains, 


Spb. Is there no in this city, dark 
As is my troubled foul, thus I’m brought - 
‘To my own palace, to thofe rooms of fare, 


2 3 Wont 








SOPHONISBA. в 
With ater dura of rolg than tiated 
Vith oth: 
ith other figns of royalty than дам 


[Looking 
Maf. Y will not wound thee, пот infult thee, Syphax, 
With a recital of thy tyrant crimes. 
Acaprive here I fee thee, fallen below 
My moft revengeful with ; and sl! the rage, 
‘The noble fury thar infpir'd this morn, 
Is funk to foft сотравоп, То the field, 
‘The flaming fron: of war, there is the feene 
Of brave revenge ; and I have fought thee there, 
Keen as the hunted lion feeks his foe. 
But when a broken enemy, difarm’d, 
And help!efs lies; a falling fword, an eye 
With pity flowing, and an arm as weak 
As infant foftnels, then becomes the brave. 
Now Пеер the fword ; the piffions of the field. 
Sublide to peace ; and my relenting foul 
Melts at thy 
Spb. This, this, is all I dread, 
Ali детей, this infolence refin’d, 
‘This barbarous pity, this affected yoodne’s. 
Pitied by thee! mls there a фәна: of дем, 
—— and 1 —— A a 
t kills my vei l ! —— Ye partial 
1 fici your world why fhould I fear you more ? 
Hear me, vain youth ! take notice ——1 abhor 
Thy mercy, loath it. Puifon to my thoughts! 
Wouldft thou be merciful? One way alone 
Thou canft oblige me.—Ufe me like a ilave; 
As I would thee, (delicious thought !) wert фош 
Here crouching in my powers 
Maf. Outrageous man ! 
If that is mercy, ГИ be cruel НИ, | 
Nor canft thou drive me, by thy bittereft rage, 
"To an unmanly deed ; not all thy wrongs, 
Nor this worfe triumphin them. 


E Hat dut текат 
1 cannot wrong thee. When welanch the {pear 
Into the monfter’s heart, or crufh the сгреши 5 
ыйык: сус Кэл Ч The 
А 2 a 





п грец 
m SOPHONISBSA' 


‘The common foe; can that be call'd a wrong ? 
Injurious thar? Abfurd! it cannot be. 4 
Pm loth то hurt thee торте, — Тһе tyrant worke 
"Тоо fierce already in thy rank.cd breaft. е 
But fince thou feem'ft to rank me with thyfelf, 
With great deftroyerss with perfidious kings; 
I mutt reply to thy licentious ue, 
Bid thee remember, whofe accurfed fword я 
Began this work of death; who broke the ties, 
The holy ties, attefled by the gods, - 
Which bind the nations in the of peace 5 
Who meanly took advantage of my youth, 
Unfkill'd in arms, enfetded ор my throne - 
And drove me ro the defart, there to dwel 
Wih kinder monflers ;-who — — 
country pillag'd, and my fubjects murder'd ; 
Who fil re with inveterate hare, 
When generous force prov'd vain, with ruffian arts, 
The villain's dagger, bafe айайїпапоп; 
And for no reafon all, Brute violence 
Alone thy plea.— What the lexft provocation, 
Say, canîk thou but pretend ? 
Spb. І none. 
Nature has in my being fown the feeds 
Ofenmity to thine. —— Мау, mark me this; 
Covldíl thowreftore me to my former ftate, 
Strike off thefe chains, give me the fword agsin, 
The fentes and the wide-obedient маг: 
Yet той T till, implacable —— 
Stek eagerly thy death, or die my с. ... 
Life cannot hoidus both !— Unequal gods ! 
Who love to difappoint mankind, and 4 
All ven; to yourfelves ; why to the point 
‘Of iny long farce’ wilhes ды po р ве 
Then fink me thos-fo-low 2 as I drew. А 
Две одон пра Mh es To'mike me > 
extended arm 
Site the dry fond uafated to tbe ground? 
t that со mock us is your cruel {porte vag 
What elie is Numae de? А ч Р 


^ Thusal 4 LA 
— 


SOPHONISBA 30:3 

Ts irreligion to tlie ruling 
Whofe fchemes our arraigns, 
Our rhoughtlefs pede "— Thy loft condition, Syphax, 
Is Ране. to the tumult of thy real. 1 4 
"There lies the fting of evil, there the drop * 
"That poifons nature.— Ye myflerious powers 
Whofe ways are — ever-juít, 
As ye think wifeft beft, diípote of me $ 
But, whether thro’ your gloomy depths I wander, 
Oron your mountains walk з give me the calm 
‘Fhe fleady, fmiling foul; where wifdom theds, 
Eternal funthine and eternal joy. 
"Then, if misfortune comes, the brings along. 
The braveft virtues, And fo many grear 
Jilufirious fpirits have convers'd with woe, 
пи pride of adverfe fate!) asareenough 

‘oconfecrate diftrefs, and make even death 
Ambition, 

Syph, Torture ! Racks! ‘The common trick 
Of infolent fuccefs, unfulfesing pride, 

"This prate of patience, and 1 know not what. 
"Tis all a lie, impradicable rant ; 

And only tends to make me fcorn thee more. 

But why tbistalk? In mercy fend me bence p 
Yet—ere I go—Oh, fave me from diftraétion ! 

1 know, hot youth, thoa burnett for my queen 5 
But, by the majelly of ruin'd kings,. 

And that —— glory which furrounds her, 
T charge thee, touch. not! 

Ма/. No, Syphax, no. E 
"Thou need’it not charge me, That were mean indeed, 
A triumph that го ее. — But could I 
Again to love her; Thou, what right Бай thou, 

A captive to her bed ?- Nor life, nor queen, * 
Nor ought a captive bas.. All laws in thisy 
Roman and Carthaginian, all agree. 

Syph. Here, here, begins the bitternefs of death !) 1 

Herc ind me firft ! 








— qn 





ЖЕТ SOPHONISBEA. 


/* How piteous hard! But, if 1 know her well, 
She never will endure it, the will die, . 
For not а Roman burns with nobler ardor, 
A bigher fenfe of liberty, thamthe ; —— 
' And tho” (he marry'd thee, her only fain, 
Falfe to my youth, and faithlefs to my vows j 
Yet Il mutt own it, from a worthy саш, 
— fpirit, did her fault proceed. с г 
Blue plagues, and poifon on thy meddling tongue ! 
orale not of here fore — -) 
Isa keendagger, grinding thro’ my heart, 
Oh, for a lonely dungeon ! where | rather 
Would talk with my own groans, and great revenge, 
ı Than in the anion of the bleft with thee, 
Hel! Whithermut I до? 
Maf. Unhappy тап! 
And is thy breat determin'd againft peace, 
On comfort fhut ? 
бурі, On all, but death, from thee. 
Maf. Narva, be Syphax thy peculiar саге ;. 
And ufe him well with tendernefs and honour. — 
This evening Lalius, and to morrow Scipio, 
"То Сита come: Then let the Romans take 
Their prifoner. 
Spb. There fhines a gleam of ho} 
Acrofs the gloom—From thee deliver'd !—Eafe [lighter ! 
Breathes in that thought—Lead on—My heart grows 
Mafiniffa alone, шї. 
Maf. What dreadful havoc in the human bi d 
The paffions make, when unconfin'd, and mad, 
"They burít unguidedhy the mental eye, 
"Lhelight of reafon; which in various ways 
i them to good, or turns them back trem ill, 
D e Neronem ema i Е 
„ From the wild beaíls within! —Foreircling fands, 
‘When the fwift whirlwind whelms them o'er the lands з. 
"The roaring deeps that to the clouds arife, 


~ While thwarting thick the mingled ing flies 
"The monfiér-béod co which the land grees bin 


Alll deaths, all tortures, in one pang combin'd, ( 2 
Are gentle to the tempeft of the mind. [Exin 
1 Ено of the First Аст. 





SOPHONISBA P 


KE QT VA =. tgs 
Enur Майо а and Narva, 


MASINISSA» 


E true, my friend, [form’dj, 
"Thou good old man, by whom my youth was. 


"The firm companion of my-various life, 
Town, "ів true, that Sophonifbi's image 
Lives in my bofom fill; and at each glance 
1 take in fecret of the bright idea, 
A frange diforder feizes оп ту foul, 
Which burns with fironger gon: Need I Фу, 
How once the had my vows ? ‘Till Scipio came, 
Кеб сб man! like a defcending god, 
And fnatch'd me from the Carthaginian fide 
To nobler Rome; beneath whofe laurel’d brow, 
And ample eye, the nations grow polite, 
Humane and happy. Then thou may’it remember, 
Such is this woman's high impetuous fpirit, 
"That all-controuling love the bears her country, 
Her Carthage ; that at this fhe facrific’d 
"To Syphax, unbelov'd, her blooming years, 
And won him off irom Rome. 
Nar. My generous prince ! 
Applauding Afric of thy choice approves, 
‘Fame claps her wings, and virtue {miles on thee, 
Of peace thou foft'ner, and thou foul of war! 
But Oh, beware of that fair foc toglory, 
— — 
ho has not 'unic 
i i Чаба ous leagues 2 
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Severe to Rome, to Scipio, and to glory, 

+ Indeed, I cannot, would not quite forget 
The grace of Sophoniba; how the look'd, 
And гайд, and пот”, a Pallas, or a Juno! 
Accomplifh'd even in tries, when the ftopp’d 
Ambition’s flight, and with a foften'd eye 
Gave het quick fpirit into ghver ife; 
‘Then every word was livelinefs, and wit; 
We heard the Mufes’ fong; and the dance fwam 
‘Thro’ all the maze of harmony. 1 flatter not, 
Believe me, Narva ; yet my panting foul, 
‘To Scipio taken in the fair purfair 
Of fume, айй for my people's happinefs, 
Refiyn’d this Sophonifha ; and tho” now 

Q Conttrain’d by боб neceffity to fee her, 
М And the a captive in my power, will fill 


X Refign her. 

ч ‘Nar. Let me not doubt thy fortitude, 

LON му Mafinitfa, thy exalted purpofe 

| Not to be loft in love; but, ah! we know not, 
| $ Ofr, till experience fighs it tothe foul, 





The boundlefs witchcraft of en(naring woman, 
And our own flippery hearts. From Scipio learm 
Су The temperance of heroes, ГИ recount 
ПК ту intractive йогу, what thefe eyes beheld ; 
A Perhaps you've heard it; but "tis pleafing БИ, 
‘Tho’ told a thoufand times. 
"_ Maf. 1 burn to hear it. 
Loft by my late misforrunes inthe дебит, 
I liv'd a firanger ro the voice of fame, 
"Fo Scipio’s lait exploits. Exalt me now. 
Great ations raife the mind. But when a friend, 
| A Scipio docs them ; then with more than wonder, 
Even with a fort of vanity we liten. 
- Nar. When to his glorious , firlteffay in wary 
Lo New Carthage fell; there all the flower of Spain. 
| Were кергіп hoftage ; а full field prefenting 
For Scipio's generoüity to thine. 
And e =e% — the hero heard 
How I to with large gifts, ⸗ 
And endl werte ЧА me. 
Мей 
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Maf, Y remember. Р ر‎ 
Andin his favour that imprefs'd me firit. 
But to ar flory. 
Nar. What with admiration e i BEES 
Struck every heart, was this; irgi; 
Confpicuous far o'erall the captive реки 
Was таг "4 the General's prize. She wept, and blyfh'd,. 
Young, frefh, and blooming Tike the morn. Ancye, | 
As when the blue {Ку trembles thro” ә cloud - 
‘Of puret white. А Гесгес charm combin'd 
Her features, and infus’d enchantment thro’ them, , 
Her ћаре was harmony. ——But eloquence 
Beneath her beauty fails; which feem'd, on purpofe, 
Pour'd out by la: h nature, that mankind 
Mightfee this aétion in its higheft Ишге, 
Soft, as fhe pafi'd along, with downcaft e; E 
Where gentleforrow (ле, and now ge 
Drop o'er her modeft cheek a trickling tear; 
The Roman legions languith’d ; and hard war 
Felt more (Вап pity, , ven Scipio's (elf, 
As on his high tribunal —* Xy 
‘Turn'd from tlie piercing fight, and chiding afk'd 
His officers, if by this it 8 теш, pi 
Tocloud his glory in ite very dawn, ° , 
Maf. Ob, gods ту fluttering heart ! On, flopnot, Narva, 
Nar. She queftioo'd of her birth, in tremi ‘accents, 
With tears and blufhes broken, told her tale, 
But when he fquud ber royally defcended, 
Of her old captive parents the fole joy ; 
And that a haplefs Gtriperian prince, 
Her lover and belov'd, forgot his chains, 
His loft dominions, and for her alone 
Wept out his tender foul; fudden the heart 
Of this young, conquering, loving, godlike Roman 
Feltall the great diviaity of virtue : 
His withing youth ſtood check'd, liis tempting power, 




















By infinite humanity — 4 t 
Maf. Well, well 

Anthea! pr. — 
ar. Difdaining guilty doubt, at once 

He for her parents and her lover call'd. re 4 
T The 
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‘The various fcene imagine: how his troops 
Lock'd dubious on, and wonder'd what he meant ; 
"While ftretch’d below the trembling fappliants lay, 
Rack'd by a thoufand mingling s, teary 
Hope, jealoufy, dit ain, fab „ grief, 
— and love in every (аре, 

"To thele as different fentimenrs fucceeded, 

‘As mixt emotions, when the man divine 

‘Thus the dread filence to the lover broke. 

We both are young, both charm'd. The right of war 
‘Has put thy beauteous miftrefs in my power 5 


- With whom I could, in the moft facred'ies, 


Live ойт а happy life : but know that Romans 
"T heir heartsas well as enemies can conquer.” 
"T hen take her to thy foul; and with her take 
"Thylberty and kingdom. In return 


"Talk but this. When you behold theft eyes, 


‘Thefe charms, with tranfport ; be a friend to Rome, 
Maf: There {poke the foul of Scipio—Bur the lovers 
Nar. Joy and extatic wonder held them mute ; 

While the loud camp, and all the clutt’ring crowd, 

‘That hung around, rang with fhouts. 

‘ame took th’ alarm, and thro’ refounding Spain 
lew Гай the fair report: which, more than arms, 

Admiriog nations to the Romans gain'd. 

Maf. My friend in glory | thy awaken'd prii 

Springs at thy faithful tale, It fires my foul, 

nerves each thought anew ; apt oft perhaps, 

"Too much, too much to flacken {% pis x 

Bur now the foft oppreffion flies ; and all 

Му mounting powersexpand to deeds like thine, 

"Thou pattern and infpirer of m: 

Scipio, thoufirít of men, and Бей o! friends! 

What man of foul would live, my Narva, breathe 

"This idle-puffing element ; and run, 

Day after day, the (lill-returtiing round 

Of life's mean offices, and fickly joys; 

But in сотраћоп to mankind ? to be 

A guardian god below? to diff 

An ardent being in heroic aims? ~ 

Do fomething т Ну great like what you told ? 

Something to raife him o'er the groveling herd. 


SOPHONISBA E 

And make him fhine for ever? —Oh, my friend B 
Bleed every vein about me; every oere” Ба 
With an; tremble; every бпеж ake; 
Be toil familiar to my limbs; ambition 
Mixall my узе mets inceffant whirl; -> 
‘The third time may Lofe my kingdom; and again 
Wander the falfe ‘ahofpitable Syris; 
Yet Oh, ü liberal gods! То rich award, 
And ampicil recom pcnce——] afk no more 
Share me the wreath of fame from Scipio's brow ! 
But fee, fhe comes! mark her мас с port. 

Enter Sophonifba and Pham (fa. 

Seph. Behold, viforious prince! the fcene reven'd $ 

And Sophonifba kneeling here; a captive, 
O'er whom the gods, thy forrune, and thy virtue, 
Have given uoqueft:on'd power of life and deaths 
If fuch a one may га е her {upptiant voice, " 
Once mufic tothy ear; if fhe may rouch 
Thy knee, thy purple and thy victor-hand ; 
Ob, liften, Mafiniffa! Ler thy foul 
lotenfely liten! While I fervent pray, 
And flrong adjure thee, by thar е, 
In which with equal pomp we lately fhonc ! 
By the Numidfan name, our comman boaíl ! 
And by thofe houfhold gods! who may, 1 wilh, 
With better omens * e to this. е, 
‘Than Syphax hence they cnt, Аз is thy pleafu: 
Ie dl вар, ЕБ ety fess 
This, this alone I beg. Never, Oh, never! 
Into the cruel, proud, and hared power 
OF Romans let me fall, Since angry heaven 
Will have it fo, that I тай be a flave, 
And that а galling chain той bind thefe hands ; 
It were fome little foftening in my doom, 
To call a kindred fon of the fame clime, 4 
A native of Numidia, my lord, 
But if thou сап@ not fave me from the Romans, 
If this fad favour be beyond thy Power; 
Acleaft to give me death is what thou can, _ 
—— — y word; _ 
And my laft breath ау blefs thec, —— « 
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^ SOPHONISEA. ny 
M ag me і ти тобе theethis ` 


though ае етед thy pride,” 
thin = ough ти inja 
And fpirit too tempeftuous for Ede ks 
cos blufhes to behold thus at my feer, 
us proftrate low, her, for whom kings'have Косет, 
The The Get, but — her Й i 
. Spare 1] — chusto lofe 
In pocius оја, and ungenerous fife, 
‘The few remainin, хар oe divide me 
From the ай evil, ‘Roman bondage 
Yes, (hut thy heart ein те; fhut thy ut 
+ Араіой compaffion, every human thought, 
Eren recollected love: yet know, rath youth ! 
"That when thou {сей me fwell their lofty triumph, 
‘Thou {еей rhyfelfin me, This is my day ; 
"To morrow may be thine. But here, affur'd, 
Here will I lie'on this vile earth, Foy 3 
Of hope abandon'd, fince deípi isd by thee; 
"Thefe locks all loofe and fordd i in the duft; 
‘This fullied bofom growing to the ground, 
Scorch'd up with angui, and of every аре 
Of mifery full : till comes the foldier 
Toe recent blood; and, in thy very eye, 
jing his rude fanguinary grafp. 
On orte weak limbs; andclinches chem in chains, 
"Then if no friendly flee), no ncélar'd draught 
Of deadly — can enlarge my foul; 
Te will indi ي‎ Уен ет 
And, “ge fio mi с lo, {сога ye all. 
Na эзин Di “tis not fate to hear thee ; 
| тобоо my heart, totruft it — 
Bence, let ме ву. ч 
Soph. You hall not, Mafiniffa! 
Here wiil T hold you, tremble here for ever ; 
Here unremitti › till you confent. ; 
And can" thou Oh! COD ae 








i cheek, 
"To be thy flave, Prince, is what I beg ; 
Here Sophonitha to bethy 1 
Yet kneels in vain, — But thou'rt a lave уб, 
And canít not from the Romans fave one woman ; 


нЪМепей, life гог empire,” 
1 loath me for it. от E 
~ Then leave me; todefpai death. 


Maf. What means this with almighty nature ? 
With the whole warring heart?—Rile, quickly rife, 
jn all кыйч ters m iy o 
О Sophonifba, rife! wi ere * 


T TTI — 
— TS Ba à 
pat be eno TA 


ry. Vain 
x fice, m aci 
Has oorstqu вана 

‘Myf: Ob, while you calis 

Enchanting 'fair-one ! my ‘deluded thought 2 
Runs back to days of love ; — fill 
| Found worlds of beauty, ever riling new. А 






‘To ће tranfported eye ; when flattering hope ` 
Form'd endlefs ргобрейз of i increal Lis, 
| in fill the pube um believe * all, 
_ Even * p * se — theícene _ 
m Due nger for a tainted eye ;. 
Oi ie io dare not, will not look that m 
e. hide it, lory, from my view 
1 ee tn —— IY — 
E louds thy. k; thy per: 
Les and from the troubles of the 
Repofe- thy weary foul, worn out — 
And rough Unhappy thought. 
Sip), May Malini бай, 
Ne'er want the goodnefs he has fhewn ro me. Exit. 
erp too boll об I've heard the fyren’s 
ll to fleady courfe. ~ 
1 mand ay jon al саст Ey fears, = » 
‘And own them jul, for fhe has beauty, Narva, 
$e il, o ТАА : 


A ike i ghia 
And raifes love ae ey — 
-„„ Narva. Ah, my 


| 
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of — er ace жч; у 
Yes, 1 admire her, wonder ar = 
And he who does not is as dull us Ас 
"The cold, unanimated form of min, . 
рете ine quen il айдөш Tues y" 
те ет i 7 E | 

.Andlifiens while the talks. Even 
Who faw'it her with the malice of a 
Even thou chyfelfadmirther. Dokt thou nor? 
Say, {peak finteiely. эр 

Narva, Swe has charms indeed ; 
Bot has fhe charms like virtue? “Tho” maj 
Does the — а 24 her force like 3 à 

Ар, All gory’ ; jon етсе. 
Looks from his threne ; cnt her ane brow T 
Sits Majeüy Her features glow with life, ; 
Warm with heroic foul. Her mien! (he walks, 
As when a towering goddefs treads this earth, — 
But when her language flows, when foch sone 
Defcends to footh, to fgh, to weep, to up 
"The tottering knee, Oh, Narva! Narva, Oh t 
Expreilion here is dumb. 

“Narva. Alas, my Lord! 
Yi this the talk of admiration? - 
Are thefe che fallies of a heart ateafe è 
OF Scipio's friend ? And wasit thecalm fenfe 
Of fair perfedtion, that, while the kneed { 
For thay you тау promis'ó, е4 your foul, ví 
с out in fecret tranfports from your eye, 

"That writh’d- you ‘round, and hook > 
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Hl эы Venio ten f 


ACT. amo 
С Mafini alone. 


М vain I wander ding the (айе for 
I Камка RE — E 
"That there the pay cu С 
—— — кА eed ay сз — 

5 and тою "i: ? 
же charm charm; on Sophonifba iti 
Earneft, intent, devoted all to her. 
Oh, it mutt out!—"Tis love, alm s tove! 


Returning on me with a flronger 
ІМ doubt по more, but give it op to love, 


Come to my breait, thou rofy.fr 

Come unconfa’d! ea oi 
All thy foft ca 

x why ive d de = eel po weak, 
o i ye; thy quiver 

"To the refifllefs eite gin hat io 
——— 

To the fweet mazes of her 


Quick, let + de ne AT — AE Em 
. ‘This tedious а 
Even OD tbe vasi mei of i 
o bods 


And all but love, for 
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Like Syphax, to delude thee? and the point - 
of Ai hem bounty оп themfelves torn? — E 
"Thou сап not hope it fure.— Impofible ! 

Maf. What (рай I do ?—Be now the'friend exerted; 
For love and honour prefs me ; love and honour ; 

All that is dear and excellent in life, 
All that dr foorhs the man or lifts the hero, 
Bind my foul deep. 

Nar. Rath was your vow, my Lord, 
T know not what to counfel.—When you vow'd, 
You vow'd what was not in your power 10 grant ; 
And therefore "tis not binding. 

Maf. Never! Never! 
Oh, never will I falfify that vow ! 
E’er then, дейгобноп feize me! Yes, ye Romans, 
If it be fo, there, take "n, kingdoms back, 
Your royal gewgaws, ali for Sophonitba ! 
Hold—Let me think a —— с Mall be fo! 
By all th'infpirin; that prompt my thought! 
adver шр ah lime wes Н 
And the next joyous fun, that vifis Afric, 
Sce Sophonifba feated on my throne. 
"Then if they {pare her not, —Not fpare my queen,+-= 
Perdition on their (lubborn pride call'd virtue ! 
Be theirs the world, but Sophonifba mine ! 

Nar, And is it poffible, ye gods, thar rule us! M 
Can Mafiniffa, in his pride of youth, à 
In his meridian glory fhining wide, A 
"The light of. Afric, and the friend of Scipio ; 
He take a отап the nuptial bed, - 
Who fcern'd him for a tyrant, old and peevith, 
His rancorous foe; dnd gave her untouch'd bloom, + 
Her {pring of charms, to Syphax ? z 

Maf. Horrid friendthip ! 

‘This, this, has thrown-a ferpent to my Beart y 2 

While it o'erflow'd with tel fé, with joy, 

With all the fiecetnefs of exulting love. 

‘Now nought but gall is there, V a - 
в! 








Yes, it was fo !---Curle оа her vain ambiti 
—— — 


Tae butat of opes z 
men! For H ' 
Forfook for him! my ve for bid od Pas Р 
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"Ehe thought is hell !i—Oh, I had trea(ur'd up R 
world of indi of fcorn ; 
ut her fad fu, 

Where is the now.? That it burit upon her ; 

Bear her unbounded from fs LOMA M MNA 

Far, far away! And though my plighted faith, 

Shall fave her from the Romans, yet to tell her, 

"That I will never, never fce her more ! 

, На! there Ше comes,— Pernicious fair one !— Leave me. 


[Exit Narva. 
Enter Sophonifba. 
Soph, Forgive this quick return.—The rage, confufion, 
And mingled paffions of this lucklef day, 
Made me forget another warm requeit 
1 had to beg of generous Matinifia ; 
For, Oh ! to whom; fave to the TOUS, can 
"The miferable fly ? —But much ditturb’d 
You look, and {cowl upon me a denial. 
“Repentance frowns on your contracted brow. 
Already, weary of my finking fate, 
You (ест to droop; and for unhappy Syphax 
J fhall implore in vain, с. 1 
Maf. For Syphax? Vengeance! 
And'canft thou mention him ? Oh, grant me breath ! 
T Soph, I know, young prince, how deep he has pro- 
'd thee; 


$ vok’ $ 5 
үн» keenvhe fought thy youth ; through whata fire 
" Of great diftrefs, from which you come the brighter, ^ 
, On dull indifferent objects, or perhaps _ 
Diflik'd a linle, "tis but common bou 
"To shower relief; but when our bitterelt foe 


à — difarm'd, and defolate, thea, then, ^ 
the mercies of a pitying God, 
, fe him from the d. carri way 


triumph o'er bim, is heroic goodacfi. 
Oh, let unha| hax touch (Ну heart, 
Vigtorious Ч if É 
Maf. Monstrous this ! 
Stiti doft thou blat mewith that eurfed name! 
"The very name th — guile fhould (bun. 
Oh, had he И ills upon > 
While it — aad for the Horst аай; 
Had be burdriven me from my native throne, 
- From 
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From regal pomp and luxury, to dwell 
—— ге beafts ; to bear ihe beam ғ 
Of red Numidian funs, and the rank dew 
ОГ cold unfhelter'd nights; to mix with wolves, 
"To hunt with hungry tygers for my prey, 
And thirít with Dips on the rib Да ind; 
I could have thank'd him for his angry leffon з 
‘The fair occnfion that his rage afforded 
Of learning patience, fortitude, and hope, 
Бай! rifing ftronger on incumbent fate, 
And all that try'd humanity can dictste. 
But there is one curs'd bitternefs behind, 
One injury, the man can never pardon ; 
"Y hat fcorches up the tear in риу” eye, 
And even fweet mercy's felf converts to gall. 
Deannot—will not name ite—Heart of anguish ! 
Down! down! 

Soph. Ab! whence this fudden form è this madnefs, 
"That hurries ай thy foul, 

Maf. And дой thou afk ? 
Alk thy own fairhlefs heare; fnatch'd from my vows, 
From the warm withes of my (pringing youth, 
And given to that old hated montier, Syphax, 
Perfidious Sophonitba ! - 


ae Nay, no more, 
With too much truth I can return thy charge. 
Why didit thou drive me to that cruel choice? 
Why léave me, with my country, to deftruétion ? 
Why break thy lave, thy faith, and join the Romans? 
Maf. By heavens! the Romans were my better genius, 
Sav'd me from fate, and form'd my youth to glory ; 
„ But for the Romans I had been a favage, 
А wretch like Syphax, a forgotten thing, 
‘The tool of Carthage, 
Soph. Meddle not with Carthage, 
“Impatient youth, for that T will not bear p 
"Though here 1 were а thoufand fold thy flave, 
Nor опе bafe word of Carthage—on thy foul ! 
Maf. How vain thy phrenzy ! Go, command thy flaves,, 
Thy fools, thy Syphaxess bur T will peak, 
Speak loud of Curthage, call it falfe, ungenerous, x 
: ` —Xet 
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— Tet Фай I check me, (ince it is thy country ? 
While the Romans бе the light, the glory — 

Sop). Romans! 
Perdition to the Romans !—and almoft 
On thee too—Kamans are the feourge 
Of the red world, deftroyers of mankind, 
"The ruffians, tavagers ot carth; and all 
Beneath the {mooth diflimulating maik 
Of juflice, and compaflion ; as if Mave 
Was but ancther name for civiliz'd. 
All vengeance on rhe Romans !— While fair Carthage 
Unblemith'd rifes on the bafe of commerce; 
And afks of heaven nought but che general winds, 
And common tides, to carry plenty, joy, 
Civility, and grandeur, round the World, 

Maj. No more compare them ! for the gods themfelves 
Declare for Rome. 

борд. It was not always fo, 
"Те gods declar'd for Hannibal; when Italy 
Blaz'd all aro.ud him, ali her ftreams ran blood, 
All her incarnate vales were vile with death 
And when at Trebia, Thrafymene, and Cann, 
‘The Carthaginian fword with Roman Ба 
Was drink—Oh, that he then, oa that dread day, 
While lifelefs confternation blacken'd Rome, 
Had raz'd th’ accurfed city to the ground, —— 
And fav'd the world !— When will it come again, 
А Шу fo glorious, and fobig with vengeance, — ^ 
‘On thofe my foul abhors? 

Maf. Avert it, heaven! 
"The Komans not enflave, but fave the world 
From Carthaginian rage. 

Soph. I'll bear no more! 
Nor tendernefs, nor life, nor liberty, 
Nothing fhall make me bear it.—Perith, Rome ! 
And ай her menial friends !—Yes, rather, rather, 
Letefted as уе аге, ye Romans, take we, 
Oh, pitying take me to- nobler chains ! 
And tore me foo thie ject youth, your flave! 
—— How сапй thou kill me thus ? 

Maf. Vmeantitnot. + A 
Lonly meant to tell thee, haughty fair one! 





















How 
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How this alone might bind me to ће Romans ; 

‚ ‘That, in a frail and Каор hour, ФЁу fnatch'd me 
From —— of thy love; which fell, 
Like baleful lightning, where I mof: could with, 
And prov'd defiruction to my mortal foe. 
Oh, pleafing ! fortunate ! ' 

Soph, 1 thank them too, 7 
By heavens! for once, I love them; fince they turn'd 
My better thoughts from thee, thou— But Í will not 
Give thee the name, thy mean fervility 
From my juft fcorn di 

Maf. Oh, freely сай me 
By every name thy fury can infpire ; 

Enrich me with contempt—I love no more— 
Те will not hurt me, Sophonifbs.---Love, 
Long fince I gave it to the paffing winds, 
And weld not be a lover for the World, 

A lover is the very fool of nature ; 

Made fick by his own wantonnefs of thought, 
His fever'd fancy : while to your own charins 
Imputing all, you.fweli with boundleís pride. 
Shame on the wretch! who fhould be driven from men, 
То live with Afan Naves, in one foft herd, 
All wretched, all ridiculous together. 

For me, this moment,. here I mean to bid 
Farewel, a glad farewel to love and thee, 

Soph. With all my foul, farewcl !---Yet, ere you go; 

Know that my fpirit burns as high as thine, 
As high to glory, and as low to love. 
Thy proces are void ; and I abfolve thee, 
Неге іл the prefence of the liil'ning gods. 
‘Take thy repented vows---T 
I'd rather be a flave, to 5 ч 
‘Than queen of atl Numidia, by the favour 
Of him, whodares infole the helplefs thus, — [Paufing. 
Still дой thou ау? Behold me again, c 
Hopelefs, and wild, a loft a fave. 
now thy brutal purpofe muĝ be gain'd. 
Away, thou cruel, and , go! 

May. No, not Joc tells eof facie voor | 
Dithonour Бай me then ! all kind of ilis ' 
Fill up my cup of bitternefs and flame ! 

2 - 








When 
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When I refign thee to triumphiant Rome, 
Oh, lean not thus dejected to the ground ! 
The fight is mifery —What roars me here ? [Hides 
Alas 1-1 have urg'd my foolith heart too far 5 
And love depreís'd recoils with greater forces 
Oh, Sophoaifba ! 

‘Soph. By thy pride the dies, 
Inhuman prince! 

Maj: Thine is the conqueft, nature ! 
By heaven and earth, Говудог hold it more. 

retch that I war! ro crufh th’ unhappy thus ; 
The faire(t too, the deareit of her fex ! 
For whom my foul could die !---Tórn, quickly tura, 
Oh, Sophonifba! my belov'd ! my glory ! 
‘Turn and forgive the violence of lovey 
Of love that knows no bounds ! 

Soph. And can it be? 
Can that foft paifion prove fo fierce of heart, 
As on the tears of тегу, the fighs 
Of death, to feat? to torture what it loves ? 

M Yes, it can be, thou род В of шу (oul f 
Whofe each emotion is bur varied love, 
All over love, its powers, its pailions, all: 
Tts anger, indignation, fury, love ; 
Tus pride, dildain, even deteilarion, love; 
And when it, wild, refolves to love no mote, 
"Then is thetriumph of exceflive love. 
Didh chow not mark me? Mark the dubio age, 
"That тоге my heart with angor while Î ۾‎ ede 
Thou didit; and muk loryive fo Май а waite 
What would thy trembling lips ? 

Soph. Thar Í matt due. 
For fuch another orm, fo much cpntempt 
‘Thrown out on Carthage, fo much praifc on Rone, 
Were woric than death, Why fhould 1 longer tire 
My weary fate? The mott relentlefs Roman 
What could he * 

Ob, Sophoni rt 

ee chy, {uppliant now... Talk not of deal he 
Thave no life buc thee. Alas, alas! 
Hadit thou a little sendernels for me, 
‘The fmalleft part of what I ied thou would -=e 





БА 
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-What wovldft thou not forgive? But how indeed 
How can I hope it? Yet I from this moment, 
Will fo devote my being to thy pleafure, 

So live alone to gain thee; that thou mult, 
If there is human nature in thy breaft, 
Feel (оте relenting warmth, 

Suph. Well, well, "tis рай. 
"То be inexorab'e (uits not ilaves, 

Maf. Spare, {pare that word з t ftabs me to the foul; 
My crown, my life, and liberty «ire thine. 
Ob, give my paffion way! My heart is full, 
Opprefs'd by love; and I could number tears 
With all the dews that fprinkle o'er the morn ; 
While thus with thee converfing, thus with thee 
Even happy to dittrefs. Enough, enough, 
Have we а cheated by the trick of басе, 
For Коте and Carthage futier’d much too long $ 
And, led by gaudy phantoms, wander'd far, 
Far from our blifs: butnow fince met again, 
Since here I hold thee, circle all perfection, 

The prize of life! басе fate too preffes hard, 
Since Rome and flavery drive thee to the brink ; 
Let this immediate night exchange our woes, 
Secure my blif, our future fortunes blend, 

Set thee, the queen of beauty, on my throne, 
And make it doubly mine.—A wretched gift 
To what my love could give! 
Soph, What! marry thee? 
This night ? 
Май Thou dear one! yes, this very night, 
Ler injur’d Ву men have his rights теор 
And bind our broken vows. --Think, ferious think 
On what I plead, А thoufand reafons urge. 

Captivity diffalves thy former marriage ; 
And if ftis with the meanest vulgar fo, 
Сао 5 phonifba to a flave, to Syphax, 
The mof exalted of her fex, be bound ? 
Belides jt is the Бей, per hops fole way, 

"To fave thee from the Romans; and muft fure 
Bar their pretenfions : or, if ruin comes, 
Торе Ив with thee is to perih happy. 

445. Yet то I fill infit — 











My. 
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Е fe К thail be fo. d 
now thy purpofe ; it would plead for Fyphar. 

He (hall hate all, thou Чеге! пай have ally 
Crowns, trifles, kingdoms, all again, but thee, 
Bur thee, thou more than ай! 

Soph. Bear witnefs, heaven ! [аш 
This is alone for Carthage. 
[72 Ат.) Gain'd by goodnefs, 
1 may be thine, Expect no love, во fighing. 
Perhaps, hereafier, 1 may learn again 
To hold thee deat. If on thefe terms thou саш}, 
Here саке me, take me, to thy withes, 

Maf. Yes, 
Yes, Soplionifba! as а wretch takes life 
From off she bleeding rack.«--All wild with joy, 
‘Thus hold thee, EY thee, to my bounding heart ; 
And blefs the bounteous gods, Can Heaven pive more ? 
Oh, happy! happy! happy! Come, my 
‘This ready minute fees thy will pertorm'd ; 
From Syphax knocks his chains; and I myfelf, 
Even in his favour, will requeft the Romans. 
Oh, thou Һай fmil’d my работи into peace ! 
So, while conflicting winds embroil'd the feas, 
In perfect bloom, warm with immortal blood, 
Young Venus rear'd her o'er the raging flood ; 
She fmil'd around, like thine her beauties glow'd ; 
When fmooth, iu gentle wells, the [urges flow'd ; 
Sunk, by degrees, into a liquid plain ; 
And one bright calm fat trembling on the main. 


Ехо of the Тизко Аст, 














кост ONG 
Sophonifba ana Phoeniffa, 


PHOENISSA. 
AIL, queen of Mafæfylia once again ! 
And tair Maflylis join'd! This rifing day 
Saw Sophonifva, пазе Ei ‘he of life, 
TI ink of flavery : 
hors ки ма Dz : Stare 
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State, honours, armies vanquifh'd ; nothing left 
But her own great unconquerable mind. 
“And yet, ere evening comes, to Mer mec : 
Reftor'd, I fce my royal friend ; kneel 

То grateful homage to the god, and her, 

Ye powers, what awful changes often mark 
‘The fortunes of the great ? 

Soph. Phorniffa, true 5 

"Tis awful all, the wonderous work of fate. 
But, ah! this fudden marriage damps my foul ; 
1 like it not, that wild precipitance 

Of youth, that ardor, that ee 

То which his love return'd. At бгй, my friend, 
He vainly rag'd with difappointed love ; 

And, as the hafty florm fubfided, then 

"To foftnefs varied, to returning fondnefs, 

"To fighs, to tears, to fupplicating vows; 

But all his vows were ӘП асай | 

Не thook my heart hy Коте. То be Ни queen 
Could only fave me their horrid power. 
And there is insdnefi in that thought, enough 
In that flrong thought alone, to make me run 


From naturé. i * Malim? 
Phan. Was it not ie 
uft as we hop'd ? ——— 
lor let your fpirit fink. Your ferious hours, 
When you behold the Roman ravage check’, 
From their enchantment Mafiniffa 
a Carthage miftrefi of the world 8 
his marriage will approve :. then will it rife 
= all its glory, на ig 
bile happy. nations, ivs joi 
‘Their loud acclaim.: And, bad — 
Neglected flown, where now had been. your hopes ? 
Your liberty? your country? where your all ? 
Think well of thie, thiok that, think every way, 


cannot but exult 
In what is dones. a ï > "3 
— ода N „2, 


Led me а marriage-vidtim to the. а наӣ 
Aad icr ny зана аса A 
E 


SOPHONISBA, an 
What would his rage with me? — Phoen i 
But this one trial more---Heroic truth, * or 
Support me now !% LE 
You feem are { 
. You to 
To shun my وا ا‎ Rie come, 
"То join the general joy $ and T, fore 1, 
Who have to dotage, have to ruin lov'd you, 
Занев ee рр аен. 
In your recover^à fate, 
Soph. "Tis very well. 
1 thank you, Sir. 
Spb. And gentle Mafiniffa, 
Say, will hé prove a very coming fool ? 
Al pliant, all devoted to your will? 
A glorious wretch, —— Ha! not тоу" | 
Speak, thou perfidious! thou bear it thus ? 
ith fuch a Steady countenance ? Саой thou 
Here fee the man thou Вай (o 
And yet not fink in ћате ? And yet not fhake- 
In every guilty nerve? 
What have I done, 
That I fhould — 1 thould not dare 
То bear thy prefence? Was my heart to blame, 
ГА tremble for myfelf, and not for thee, 
Proud man ! Nor would 1 liveto be afham'd. 
My foul itfelf would die, could the-left ате 
On her uniported fame be juttly сай: 
For of аН evils, to the generous, (эте. 
Is the lait deadiy'pang. But you beheld ry 
My late engagement with а jealous, falfe, 3 
And felfifh eye. п 
Syph. Avenging Juno, hear? ^. к 
— тичну aln 11 
1 Моћ to bear thee, пайнер o 1 + 4) 
Soph. Oh, —— gare * 
Cant thou hear this, this bafe opprobrious language,  / 
And yet be ramely calm 2-— Well, well, for once ^ -~ 4 


Потр а а а | 
mpatient грим. с, уе, 
Yes, Twill уа за 9 4 
Eren by i ashes tho шебер Sone 

ыш Dy 5р Sy Whe, 








4 SOPHONISBA. 
Who binds the holy marriage-row, be pie 
Аба every public beart, not meanly lol 
1 Tittle lo low F parfaite, bo 
Not all devoted, wil) abfolve meteo, 
Bor in the tempeft of the foul, when mage, 
Loud indignation, unattending pride, 

And jealoufy confoundiit, bow can thea 
‘The nobler paffions, how can they be head? 
Yet let me tell thee 


way! nought but illufion, falfhood—— 
Soph. My heart will burft, in honour to myfelf, 
1i here I (peak not; though thy rage, 1 know, 
Can never be convinc'd, hall it be 
Confounded, ---And muft —— my freedom ? 
Forgo the —— 1 good ? 
Мий у 1е14 —* the flave, the barbarous triumph 
Of infolent, enrag'd, inveterate Rome ? 
And all for nothingybut ta grace thy fall ? a 
Nay by myfelf то perith for thy pleafure? 
ae he the Romans пат дати be miid to thee ; 
ut I, a Carthaginian, 1, whofe blood 
Holds unrclenting enmity to theirs ; 
Who have ту! оп snack о Баат and who live 
Ae 2 work them woe; what, what can 1 
lope from their vengeance, but the di 
Of os worft fate, the bitrernefs of ай 
Yet thou, kind man, wonldft in thy generous —* 
Wovldft have me (ufferthar ; be bound to thee, 
For that dire end. — beyond the ftretch 
{Of nature and of law. 
S. Confufion! Law ¥ 
1 know the laws 
‘That rule the 
Ane therefore may: thou plead ил a mca ge 
На edt p for whom 14 - 
ngrarel ania 
Far коп thefe many years: with —— and death, 
Defeats, and defolation have I livid ? 
For whom has. еа ле 


жау анн е. an due 
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аа very ay have del —— with flaugbter, 
ith Тай reeking --For one, ye 3 
Who [бе me for the viétor, robe bd ра, 
{>й 2 utter rar ер: pa 

ire! fury! hell!~--Oh, T am idl 
But cho is to love a woman---Woman * 
The fource of all difatter, ali irion t 
Man in himfelf is focial, would te A 
"Too happy; but the gods, to keep him down, 
Curs’d him with woman ! fond, enchanting, finooth,, 
And harmlefs-feeming woman ; while at heart 
All poifons, ferpents, tigers, furies, all 
‘That is deftruđtive, in one form combin'd, 
And gilded o’er with beauty ! 

Soph, Haplefs man! 
ipu thee; this madnefs only йиз 

|y Боот го compaffion, not to 
"Think as yeu lift of our unhappy fex, 
"Too much (ubjected to your tyrant force з 
Yet know that all, we were not all, at leak; 
Form'd for your trifles, for your wanton hours, 
Our paffions too can fometimes foar above 
‘The houfhold гай affign’d us, can 
Beyond the narrow fphere ot families, 
And take in flares into the panting heart, 
Ане as — ye partial ере ма 
And this is my fupport, my joy, my 0 
"The —— that my heart abhors A bafench, 
And of all bafeneís той ingratitude. 


SOPHONISBA 


Muf I then, muĝ I, 5) 
rds thee a bitter proof of what I fay ? 
would not (ест to heighten thy — 
Not in the leaf infult thee ;- thou art fallen, 
So fate feyere has wili'd it, fallen by me. 
I therefore have been patient; from another, 
Such language, fuch indiguity, had fir'd 
My foul to madoefs, But fince driven fo far, 
Tmuf remind thy blind injurious rage 
Of our unhappy — 


jh 


Blot it, eternal night ! г 

‘Soph, Allow me, Syphax! 
Hear me but once! If what I here declare 
Shines tiot with reafon and the cleareft truth, 
May I be bafe, defpis’d, and dumb for ever! 
I pray thee think, when unpropitious Hymen 
Our hands united, how 1 боой engag’d. 
1 need not mention what full well thou knowl. 
But pray recall, was I not flatter’d ? young ? 

With blooming life elate, ааа the warm years 
Of vanity ? funk ina 
Which few refign? Yer thea 1 pem thee, 
Becaufe to bag. s deem'd a fironger friend ; 
For that alone. thefe conditions, fay, 
Didft thou not take me, court me to thy throne ? 
Have 1 deceiv’d thee Ёпсє? Have Idi led? 
То gain one purpofe, e'er pretended what 
1 ss felt. а A tau 1 hare. 
And if that principle, which then infpir'd 
My marrying thee, was right, it now 
Be wrobg. | Nay, fince my native city wants 
Affiftance more, and finking calls for aid, 
Mull be more right— 

Spd, This reafoning is infült ! 
Soph, I’m forry that thou doft obli, em it. 
“Theri in a word take my full-open'd f 
All love, but that of Carthage, pbi d 
I formerly to Mafiniffa thee 
Peeferi'd por, nor to (Бес now Мабо (в, 
Bur Carr [изе you bath And if preferring | 
— to one, a whole coliccted people, 

4 
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All nature's tendernefs, whate'er is facred, 
"The liberty, the welfare of a (tate, 
‘To one man’s frantic happinefs, be fhamez 
Here, Syphax, Î invoke it on my head ! 
This fet atide ; | catelefeof myfelf, 
And, fcorning profperous flate, had fill been thine, 
In all the depth of mifery proudly thine ! 
But fince the public the law fopreme, 
Forbids it; 1 will leave thee with 2 kingdom, 
‘The fame I found thee, or not reign myfelf, 
Alas! 1 fee thee burt—Why сап? thou here, 
T Why, forces > Why? 
Dph. Why ? 
теб, compan of ай deadly mifchief ! LT 
Thou lying, ing, fpecious, charming fury! 
Il tell thee why breathe my great revenge $ 
To throw this-load of burning madnefs from mep 
То flab thee !—— 
pi. And, fpinging fom 
„ And, fpringing 
То реди — thy Кы Ва ВИЦ 
Soph, meway 
Pheniffa, nor thou his brutal rage. | 
Me, soe, bo а И Ret ' 
Hore на РАН — vin 
at holds thy trembling point; и 
Phan, Guide! 


» Seize the 
0 —— with all фе fate 





Я thee 
15 the worft death—The Roman trumpets Нә} 
‘Now I bethink me, Rome will до те ўа (ісе. 
5 Men ud азы at mre 

my wrongs, and glut me the 
Be flat Eben т * ч 

Soph, Inhuman? that, wi 

If there is death in Afric, fball not be. * 


Enter Laios. 
Lal. одын alas, how fallen ! how chang’d f from. 


1 here beheld thee once in and Гріевбыу — (what 
Ac thar illuitrious пзбек when Шара. p 
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“And Carthage met beneath this very 1006, 
"Their two great generals, Afdrubal and Scipio, 
То court thy friendthip. Of the fame 
Both gracefully partook, and both reclia'd . 
On the fame coueh ; for perfonal diſtaſte 
And hatred feldom burn between the brave. 
‘Then the fuperior virtues of the Roman 
Gain'd all thy heart... Even Afdrubal himfelf, 
With admiration ftruck and juft defpair, 
Own'd him as dreadful at the focial -feat 
As in the battle, This thou may'ít remember ; 
And how thy faith was given before the gods, 
And fworn and feal’d to боро; yet how falfe 
"Thou fince haft prov'd, 1 need not now recuunty 
But let thy fufferings for thy guilt atone, 
The captive for the king, А Roman tongue 
Scorns го ри бие the tfiumphs.of the (word. 
With mean upbraidings. я 
Spe Laelius, "tis too true, 
Curfe on the caufe! 
; Lal. But where is Mafiniffa ? 
— young vitor, the. — Roman ! 
here is he, that.my joy, my applaufe, 
From envy pure, may bail his bappy State 2 
Why wo cine — 
. Тоо credulous n 
1 ete to think how that this Mafiniffa, 
This Rome-devoted hero, mutt тоге. . 
Attra thy praifes by а ме exploit. 
free) de eM لھ‎ 
* What is this ? NOE 
fe public fhouts? A aunufoal joy а 
ves ае captive city blazes wide. ща 
wanton riot reigns to-night in Сила, 
Within thela conquer в walls K 
Spb. This, Lælius, is 





A night of triumph o'er my conqueror, м 


O'er Mafiniffa. - М 
14} Matoith! How? а < 
е to-m 
v nr ha ear 
Loy 


r 
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pb. Yes, the, the fury ! Ње, 
mie putthe nuptial — t 

hat fet my throne, my palace, and my kingdom, 

All in a blaze. « — — him ; 

Will turn him foon from Rome. [know her power; + 
Her lips diftil ——— 

Oh, — thought !— Will fink this hated youth, 

Will crufh him deep, beneath the mighty ruin 

Of falling Ca 

Lal, Can it be? Amazement! 

Spb. Nay, karnit from himfelf. He comes=-Away ! 
Ye turies, fnatch me from his fight! for Вей, © 
Its tortures all аге genile-to the b 
Of a triumphant rival. [Exits 

Lel. What is man? 

Eater —— 

Maf, Thou more than Г ious day ! 
winch bas from Саон се aid fr 
And tottering left her, 1 rejoice to fee thee. 
To Cirtha welcome, Lelius. ‘Thy bravelegions 
Now айе thefweet repofe by valour purchas'd ; 
This cy refrefament on their toils, 
I order’ Rare 

Lai. Thanks to Mafiniffa. 
All that is well. I here obferv'd the King, 
Bur loofely guarded. True, indeed, from him. 
"There is not much tofear. The is (pirit; 
Still not unworthy fear, our matchlefs prize, 
Is his imperious Queen, is Sophonifba. 
The pride, the rage of Carthage live in her. 
How, where is фе? 

Maf. She, Laelius ? In my care. 

"Think not of her; I'll anfwer for her сопа, a 

Lai. Yes, if in chains, Tuithen, believe me, Prince, 
Tt were as hopeful aniwering forthe 1 
That their broad pin.ons would not rouze the defart, ` -~ 
Or that their darted lighting will be апше, ЦА 
As promife peace frm her. ‘Bor why fo dark ? ‹ 

‘ou — ır countenance grows Warm, 
Ic nor uh in Matini — * T 
Pray, what offence can g Li 
The Roman captive, give? d 


E SOPHONISBA- 


* Maf. Lalius, no more. k 
You know my marriage—Syphax has bees bufy. 
Irtis unkind to dally with my 

Lal. Ab, Mafiniffa! was it then for this, 
‘Thy hurry hither from the recent battle ? 
Js the бий inftance of the Roman bounty 
‘Thus, thus abus’d ? They give thee back thy kingdom, 
And in return are of their captive robb'd $ 
Of all they valued, Sophoaifba, 

Маг Robb'd! 
How, Lælius? Robb'd! 

Lal. Yes, Mafinifls, robb'd. 
What is itelfe? But I, this very night, 
Will here affert the majefty of Rome, 
And, mark me, tear her from the nuptial bed. 

Maf. Oh, gods! Oh, patience! As foon, бегу Roman, 
As (ооп thy rage might from her azure {phere 
‘Tear yonder moon. The man that feizes her, 
Shall fet his foot firit on my bleeding heart ; 
Of that be —* A aig - ye treat 
Your firm allies? Thus kings in friendthip with ? 
ОГ human работе ftrip them д Slaves indeed, га 
If thus deny'd the common privileges 
ОҒ nature, whar the weakeft creatures claim, 
A right to what they love. 

Lal. Oct, out! For fhame! 
‘This pathon makes thee blind. Неге is a war, 
Which defo'ates the nations, has ulmod 
Laid wajte the world. How meny widows, orphans, 
‘And love-lomn virgins pine for it in Коте! 
Even her great fenate droops, her nobles fail, 
Her in us inks her every lufire thins û 

ature herfelr, vent ligica, 
КЫ dete hc [oic tien, rely . 
And our Avfonian plains are now become. Р 
А Багтог то the fight. Ac esch fad вер, 
Remembrance wee, Yet her, the gremett prize 
Rey cores whet иа 

те turn'd to whet its cruel У , 
Thou tethy wedded breafi batt taken ber, + 
Haft purchas'd thee her beauries by a fea 
Qf chy protector's blood, and оп a throne 





- КА кр Акы С 9. 


Ferdi pud пан b pe 
Canft thou i| it елсе 

Nor toa Roman mention Ве. LR " 
$ —— pes is a 

^ Њему rom 
And for great ages SEES 
"The dread of kings! 
Maf. Be not fo haughty, Lelius, 


Ir fcarce becomes the gentle Scipio's friend ; 
Suits not thy wonted eafe, the tender msnners 
I fill have тай 4 in thee. 1 honour Rome; А 
But honour too myfelt, my vows, my Queen ; 
Nor will, nor can tanely hear thee threaren 
To {ейте her'ike a flore. 

Lal, 1 willbecatm 

This thy тайх deed, this опехредей hock, 

Such a peculiar i njury tome, 

Thy friend and fe! low-foldier, has perhaps. 
Snatch'd me too far: for Най thou not difbonour'd, 
By this4aft action, a facce(sfal war, | 

Our common charge, entruffed vs by Scipio ? 

Май Ay, there it is. “Нав not thy vain ambition 
(Oh, where i is friendftrip !) plarin’d her for thy triumph 5i 
‘To think оп", cap! to think it is difhonour. 

At fuch a fight, the warriors eye might wet 
His burning cheek; and all the Roman usd 
Who fine the *5 way, afham"d, and fad, 
‘Turn from a captive bri, uh ter that themfetves, 
But d will be mil 
ты Idm а, ; 

isthy furmife, itu o Scipio. 


*, Manila, - 

— — А 
the hates a Roman and wil eave ес. (Еме 

Was sta Rear wsTenerd, 00 1 


шшш: Romais 


qud 











++ и 
t 


ra 
il in thy — 


In that forc'd {mile pe hey ure check. 
Maf: Oh, fay not fo, thou rapture о my foul ! 
For while 1 fee thee, meditate thy charms, 
1 — cordial as the fun ia Mey; — 
Deep from the heart, in every iene ^ 
T fondly fiie. "id 
ped Nay, tell me, Mafiniffa, 
How fee's their tyaanny, when ‘tis brought home ? 
When, lawlels grown, it touches what is dear ? 


‚ Pomp fora while may dazzle thoughilefe man, 


Falie glory blind him ; but there is a ime, 
When ev'n the flave in beart will fpurn his chains, 
Nor know fubmifüon more, What бод his pride? 

Мал His difappointment for a moment only 
Boritio vain раћоп, and 

Soph. You flood abath'd ; 
You bore his threats, and tamely filent heard him, 
Heard Ше fierce Roman mark me for his triumph. 
Oh, bi 

E учен that unkind (ufpicion. 

vght enflam'd my foul. I md my life, 

ме lat Maffylian, to the fword, ere he 
Should touch thy freedom with the Ісай difhonour. 
‘But that from ET VLC 


ща ‘That, — him 
I tell thee, Ма! if frem-him 
п my freedom, from myfelf conceal it. 
1 T difdain fuch freedom. 
Maf. Sophpnitia ! 


"Thou all my heart holds precious! doübt no more. 
combm'd 


Nor Rome, nor Scipio, nora world 
Shall rear thee from. me, till ошейген "8 E liey 
Rare file 

protection + 

at leo fore; be very бше, heo 

— — death. K 
„ Maf. Ceafe thus to talk 
Of death, of Romans, of unkind 


ambition. 
—— pered свои, 


үчин 
SOPHONISBA. 
Can turn alone to love. АП, alf but thee, 
All nature is a palling dream to me : 
Fix'd in my view, thou Чой for ever thine, 
Thy fern forth eamiog from the foal divine. 
irit thine which mortals might adore’; 
De piling love, and thence creating more. 
Thou the — Trhe render prove; | * 
Thy heart was form'd for glory, mime for lov. ' 
[Erenn 
Емо of the Fourrn Аст. 





A.C T V. à 
Enter Maliniffa and Narva. 
Masinissa. 


AIL to the joyous duy ! Wih por le clouds 
H The whol айде e H rc Spring 
Stands loofely floating on the CAN 
And deals her fweets around. EE 2 —— 

As copícious of my joy, with bri 
"То look abroad the world ; and — fiis 
Like Sophonifba. Love E fri fure 
Have mark'd this day from out their 
For rais'd by Cem —— 
With all 
Ob, аве ! and 
P ‘pear 


Nar, My Lord, — 
ма Fehrs iol ре уа тъ, 


i 


Enter. 
Sci ore welcome than ae 1 
iio arly welcome ! » моя 





pou 


m 


» SOPHONISBA. 


Maf. My great [riend and, patron, 
Tt was thy i а thy reftoringarm, | 
"That brought me from the fearful — 
"Го live again in ftate, and purple (ри е, " 
m now I wield та fceptre of my fathers, 
my dear le from the tyrant's fcourge, 

From Cavi бы; 1 hear their glad applaufes 5 
And, to compleat my happineft, have алй 
A friend worth all, Oh, grati M 
And love like mine, with what divine delight 
Ye fill the heart ! 
» Scipio. Heroic youth! thy virtue 
Has earn'd whate'er thy fortune can bettow. 
It wasthy рапепсе, Mainila; patience, 

+ А champion clad jn heel, char in the майе 
Attended fill thy йер, and fav'd my friend 
For better days, What сапрог patience do? 
A great defign is feldom fnarch'd at once ; 
* Eis patience heaves it on, From favage mature 
"Тв patience that bas built up human t 
"The surf of arts ; and Rome exalts her head, 
An everlailing monument of patience. 

Maf. If Uhave that, ог any virtue, Scipio, 
"Ту сору all from thee. 










. No, 
unborrow'd з the в growth 
Of nature in thy dreait. Priendfhip, ter once, 
Мий, tho’ thou Моей, wear a liberu tongue ; 


Mult tell thee, noble youth, that long experience 
Tn councils, battles, many a hard event, 

Has found thee (till fo con(laot, fo fincere, 

So wife, fo brave, fo generous, fo humane, 

So well and tare’ 


For what ее {ем or good in tife, 
$ €i liftingvifh'd honour on «| 
P ro EU Ue. a 


And cannot but endear thee 
` For me, 1 think my lai : 
Brem FUE. Regi, Rat AT ^ 
ies at mı t ` 
“То Бате. thy Forlorn eiue, — 
And lent a Ва hand а сб thee Mic 


Тоз, throne, а 
y pateri багри —— >A 





SOPHONISBA. 33 
"The greatcft fervice could be done my country, ` 
Diftratted Afric, and mankind in general," © 
‘Was aiding fure thy caufe. To put the power 
‘The publie power, into the good man’s hand, 
Is giving. — and joy to millions, — 
But has my |, басе lare we parted armies, 
Since he with Lalius acted fuch a brave, 
Aufpicious part адай the common foe, 
Has he been blamelefs quite ? Has he confider'd, 
How pleafure often on the youthful heart, 
Beneath the roly, foit difguife of love, 
(All fweetnefs, fmiles, ‘and feeming innocence) 
Steals unperceiv'd, and lays the vidlor low? 
I would not, cannot put thee to the pain — 
Tt pains me пори Г the leaft reproach. ' 
Let thy teo faithful m: fupply , 
‘The rei. (Paufog.] Thy ülence, that dejected look, 
‘That honeft colour flufhing o'et thy cheek, 


Impart thy better foul. 

dts. дь, my Lord! 

Oh, Scipio * love has feiz'd me, tyrant love 
Inthralls my foul. ° I am undone by love, 

Scipio. And art thou then to ruin reconcil’d ? 
"Tam'd to deftruétion ? Wilt thou be undone ? 
Refign the towering thought, the vaft defign, 
With furure gener чь; the — анкета З 
The — , t vem right! gong, 


The praife of fenates, an applauding 

The iot's ftatue, and the hero's triumph, А 

- fora Sigh, AE — sx + 
‘ora gay tranfient fancy, Mafini 4 

же: my fiend! for honour’s fake, for glory, 

Sit not with arms, defpairi ў T 





/ ring, 
And carelefs — c Г be 





[7 


~ 'ernal, fair, y 
Shall then the bad ene of 


« ^ i 1 


а $OPRÓNTSEA С 

What fill pofféffes, charms ту is > 
ое al КЕДЕ А moi dar? 
for feel the. ofexcellence? Тоюу —— " 

Be dead, and undelighted with t? 

Softy let me think a thoment——No, по, no! 





i Tam unqeval to thy virtue, Scipio. 


Lu. DO car 
it thy dejection, this degenerate 1 
Whar peri for a woman 1 ruin all, 
A е fair деен oS ал admiring мой 

lopes from thy ril › Only to footh 
А ftubborn finch, al bu will! 
How muft it, think you, found in future йогу, 
Young Mafinilla was a virtuous prince, 
nd Ате Snir ees his early ray 3 

jut that a nian captive came, 
By whom — the common fare 
Of love he КИ? wife will fcorn the page ; 
Andall thy praife befome fond maid exclaiming, 
Where are thofe lovers now ?—Oh, rather, rather, 
Had I ne'er feen the vital light of heaven, 
"Than like the vulgarlive, and fike them die! 
Ambition fickens at the very thought. 
‘To puff and bulle here from day to day, 
Loftin the palfion: of inglorious life, 
Joys which the carciefs brutes above us; 
"And when fome years, each duller than another, 
Are thus elaps’d, in naulgous 


© 
АН pale amay tie DC Боа Hingl 


‚ "That foon become as they had never been. 


Maf. And am I dead to this? 


Whiner i tod, 
Have thook thee with’adverfity, with each 7 
d, 


Tiluftriovs evil, that сап taife, € 
And fortify the mind. rooted 
Наз боой thefe wintry 

Shall then, in proi $ 


۷ 


Са 
around thee, < 
ге соте, - 





— — ти 


SOPHONISBA ss 


Scipio. Remember Hannibal—A | 
A treth example of deftructive. d 
Bc wn he deol tatan oaceae Rame i 
When from Bellona’s bofom, nurs’d 
And hard with toil, һе down the rugged Alps 4 
Unconqucr'd el be loe deh of Copas 
е 

Sunk his victorious arm, his broke, 
Perfum’d, and етаго lover of the hero. 
And now he di io Bruttium, fear'd no more, 
Reneat our он —— pri 

emember him, yet refume 
Ere it is quite на 3 г 


Maf. S pio Поор z 
Th 3а С * га wildom thi 
And yet — шу еш d 
Repel whare! pus why, , 
NE el wil eb of liim! 
It aids the * ме, 
infpires immoral deeds, 


"Turns us to 

Even Poked р үө ve the more good, > 
—— e» holy — 

4 %  fountaia-i 

Branch'd ——— to their children, 

From child to child, from kindred on to kindred, 

Dp — poder —* اچ‎ 

to, man to man in. 

‘That binds, fo АА —— Ме, 

But is thy 

—— We oc oa M of a Жы 


то E E purs = 
— сз за 


1 dread, and EOE ord sot aov 
та 














E „ SOPHONISBA 


Ё Oh, luxury tothink !—Bot while he 
f Burns in a fever, thall Tet him quaff 
Deliciops poifon for a cooling dra ! 
In foolith pity to his thir? Shall 
Let a fwift fame confume him as he fleeps, 
Becaufe his dreams аге gay ? Shall T indulge 
A frenzy flafh'd from an infectious eye ? 
- А fudden impulfe, unapprov'd by reafon ; 
Nay, by thy cool deliberate thought condemn'd, 
` Refolv'd againft? A paffion for а woman, " 
Who has abus'd thee ly, leftthy youth, 
‘Thy love, as fiveet, as tender аз the fprin| 
^ — "The blooming hero for the haughty tyrant ; 
And now who makes thy theltering arms alone 
Her laft retreat, to fave her from the vengeance, 
‘Which even her very perfidy to thee 
Has brought upon her head ?—Nor is this all ; 
A omes, who vill ly her deepett arts, 
(Ah, too prevailing! as appears already) 
Will never гей, till Syphax’ fate is thine ; 
‘Till (riend(hip weeping flies; we join по more 
In glorious deeds, and thou fall off from Rome ? 
1 too could add, thar there is fomerhing mean, 
lohuman in thy paffion, Does nor Syphax, 
While thou rejoiceft, die? ‘The generous heart 
Should fcorn a pleafure which gives others pains 
If this, my friend, all this соо сеа deep, 
Alarm thee not, not rouze thy refolution, 
+ And call the hero from his wanton Dumber, 
"Then Mafiniffa’s loft. 
Maf. Oh, I am pierc'd ! E 
Tn every tl t am pierc’d t "Tis all too true 
s J with Écould refofe и. “Whither, whither, 
‘Thro’ what enchanted wilds Бате I beer, wandering ? 


"They feem'd Elyfiam, the plains, > 
The bi of heroes ; 
mem DTE 








SOPHONISBA. 57 
Mix'd them delirious, till they now ferment, * 
rea erae ing down. 
"This dee; арво, this continual i 
* 4 thoufand — my raj ——— 
uns back a little. But I will not think— 
And yet I muft, Ob, gods! that I could lofe 
What a fond few hours’ memory has grav'd. 
On adamant! 
Scipio. But one ftrong effort more, 
And the fair field із thine—A conqueft far 
Excelling — What remaios, 
Since now thy to eat appears, 
But an immediate, manly refoution 3 
"To fhake off this effeminate difeafe, * 
"Thefe foft ideas, which feduce thy foul, 
Make it all idle, unafpiri 
A fcene of dreams, to pale them to the winds, 
And bem: —— — again. 
1 joy to find thee touch'd. motives, 
‘And chat T need not bid hee recalled 
Whole awful thou Бай dfurp'd ; 
Roman 





"To ruin thee too, тайм th) ial ea ! 
Um i ireir d emere И 
ot A AT y 
pot more t m en, | 








PE ттр 
6 SOPHONISBA. 


With all Maffylia in one field expire, 
" Bre to the loweft wrereh, much more tojher 
I love, to Sophonifba, to my Queen, 
1 violate my word. 
Scipio, My heartapproves 
"Thy refolution, thy determin'd honour. 
For ever facred be thy word, and wath. 
© Virtue by virtue will alone be clear'd, 
+ And fcorns the crooked methods of difhonoor, 
| But, thus divided, how to keep thy faith 
At once to Rome and Sophonifba ; how 
To fave her from-our chains, and yerthyfelf 
From greater bondage : this thy fecret thought 
Cun Бей inform thee. 
Maf, Agony 1 Diftraction ! 
‘Thefe.wiltul rears Oh, look noton me, Scipio ! 
For I'm а child agains © 
Scipio. Thy rears are no reproach. 
Tears oft ook graceful on the manly cheek. 
"Ihe cruel cannot weep. Even friendfhip's eye 
Gives thee the dropit would refute itfelt. 
I know "tis hard, wounds every bleeding nerve 
About thy heart, thus to tear off thy paifion. 
| But for that very reafon, Mafinifla, 
""Tis hop’d from thee, The harder, thence refulte 
"The greater glory. Why thould we pretend 
"Го conquer, rule mankind, be firit —— 
In pot affemblics, honour, pleufure, 
"While flaves at heart, while by fantattic turns 
Our frantic paffions rage ? The very thought 
, Should turn our pomp to fhame, our fweet to bitter, 
— the а millions meet our ears, 
ifper reproach. Oh, yecelefilpowem! >- 
What is it, ——— ^ — 
‘To bear down nations, and o'erflow the world ? ° 
i eal Aux» 


Ke coreplay E 
Я aro in 4 
“ef. Well, well, na more—Ie ш but dying toos [ait 


SOPHONISEA. 59 
` Scipio. I with I have not urg’d the truth to rigour. 
Thee is a time when virtue grows fevere, = 
"Too much for nature, and even almoftcrucl. 

۹ Enter Lælius. 
Poor Mafiniffa, Lalius, is undone; 
Betwixt his paffion and his reafon tot 
In miferable conflict, А 
Lal. Entering, Scipio, 
He fhot athwart me, nor vouchfaf'd one look, 
Hong on his clouded brow I mark'd deípair, 
‘And his eye glaring with (оте dire refolve. 
Faf o'er his check too ran the hafty tear. 
It were great pity that be fhiould be loft! 
Scipio. By heavens, to lofe him were a fhock, as if 
I loft thee, Lzelius, loft my deareft brother, 
Bound up in friendíhip from our infant years, 
A thouland lovey qualities endear him, 
Only too warm of heart, 
Lari. What — E 
Scipio, Here let it гей, till time abates his paffion, 
Маите is nature, Lzelius, ler the wife 
Say what they pieaſe· Bur, now, perhaps he dies-a 
Haile, hatte, and give him hope, 1 have noc time 
To tell thee what—Thy prudence will direct. 
Whatever is confifient with my honour, 5 
Му duty to the public, and ay friendíhip. 
То him himfelf, Ser. pois Ша be done. 
I hope returning will prevent 
Our farther care. 


Е 1 thi» рабов mix 4 
“ei al be dene ow [Exit 
аа [ 


Soph. i 
But yet know not what | oamy fpirity = Mw | 
i Seoul his victory opaan stay МЕ 


* 


6o. SOPHONISBA. 


Even now, perhaps, deludes the generous King, 
Fires his ambition with miftaken y 
‘Demands me from him ; for full well heknows, 
That, while I live, I muft intend their ruio. 
ben, Madam, thefe 

Seph, And yet it cannot be. 
Can Scipio, whom ev'n hoftile fame proclaims 
Of perfeét honour, and of polith’d maorérs, 
Smooth, artful, winning, moderare, and wife, 
Make fuch a wild demand ? Or, if he could, 
Can Mafiniffa graat it? Give his Queen, 
Whom love and honour bind bim to protect, 
Yield her a captive to-triumphwnt Rome? 
"Тіз bafevefs to fulpectit ; ‘tis inhuman. е 
What then remains ?—Suppofe they should réfolve, 
By right of war, to {eize me for their prize. 
Ay, there ic kills! What can his fingle arm, 
Againit the Roman power; that very power 
By which he flands reftor'd? Diftraéting thought ! 
Still o'er my head the rod of bondage hangs. 
Shame оп my weaknefs ! This poor catching hope, 
This tranfient talte of joy, will only more 
Imbitter death. 


Madam, till then —— 
Soph. Would I had ду” before ! 
And am I dreaming bere ? Here, from the Romans, 
Befeeching I may live to fivell their triumph ? 
‘When wiy Hee — 
"That affembly, thofe devoted thades, 
Эйр нү d 
it ere their coun’ 
—— —— 
Enter a Slave with a later and poifon from дави ва. 
Slave, Гайс) ‘This, Madam, from the King, and 
Soph. На! Stay [Reads the letters 
Rejoice, Phaenifia ! -gi ту friend! — 
— — 
he hand of Rome can never touch me more, 
perfect freedom, ‘hail t = 


SOPHONISBA 6r 


Phen, How, what, my Queen! 

Ah! wha Н i etica Ls 
. * The firit of Blefings, death. 
"ham. Alas, alas! can I rejoice in that? _ 

Soph. Shift nor thy colour at the found of death ; 

For death * пос in a dreary light, 

Seem not a blank to me; a lofing a! 

‘Thofe fond fenfations, thofe enchanting dreams, 

Which cheat а toiling world from day to'day, 

And form the whole of happinefs they know. 

It isto me perfection, glory, triumph. 

Nay, fondly would І chufe it, tho” perfuaded 

It were a long dark night without a morning, 

То bondage far prefer it; Gace it is 

Deliverance frowa world where Romans rule, 

Where violence prevails And timely too— 

Before my country falls ; before I feet 

As many itripes, as many chains, and deaths, 

As tbere are lives in Carthage, Glorious charter ! 

By which I hold immortal life and freedom ; 

Come, let me read thee once again—and then, 

‘Tothy great purpofe, [Reads the letter aloud, 
** Mafiniffla to his Queen. 

“t "The gods know with what pleafure I would have 
kept my faith to Ѕорћовіфа in another manner, But 
fince this fatal Ъом! сап alone deliver thee from the Ro- 
mans, сай to mind thy father, thycountry, thar thou Вай. 
been the wife of two kings; att up tothe dictaies of 
thy own heart, Iwill not long furvive thee.” 

o "tis bars 0 well! е 
с gods of death, who rule the gloom! 
Ye who have dya! 1 але 
LM ; El die a queen ; 
у Rome untouch’ their power. 
So much their terror, p pres ; 
And tell tbe King, if this is all 
The “he сап fend his bride, 


+ 


6: SOPHONISBA. 
Live not of fuch a cordial unprovided. 

Add, hither had he come, I could have taught 
Him how (о іе. I linger not, remember, 

T and not fhivering on the brink of life ; 

And, but thefe votive drops, which, grateful, thus, 





[Taking the poifon. 

To Jove the high deliverer I bed, ке 

Affüre him that I drank it, drank i 

With an unalter'd mle Away. [ Drinks.“ 
[Exit Slave. 

My friend, (7o Puen, 


In tears, myfriend ! Diths 
With, womanith complain": 
Weep for thyself Phoenifla, for thy country, 
But tivt for me, There is a cerrain hour, 
Which one would with ail ира and bright, 
No carê, no furrow, no dejected paons, 
And that is when we die, when hence w 
Ne'er tobe (ееп again. Then let us pal 
A bold exalted wing, and the laft voice 
We hear, be that of wonder and applaufe. 
Pian. Who with the patriot withes not to die! 
Soph, Andis the facred moment then fo near ? 
‘The moment, when yon fun, обе heavens, this earth, 
Hateful to me, polluted by the Romans, 
And all the bufy, flavith race of men, 
Shall fink atonce, and ftraight another flate, 
New fcenes, new joys, new faculties, new wonders, 
Kife сп a fudden round ; bur this the gods 
То clouds and horror wrap, or none would live. 
How liberal is death! Methinks, I feem 
‘To touch the happy bore. Behind me frowns 
A formy fea, with toffing mortalsithick ; 
While, unconfin'd and green, | —— 
"The land of blifs, and everlafti 
Where walk the mighty dead, ыс опе еа 


Опе blooming fmile, опе 
9%, tobe there ! My bret 
My tainted heare — 


- How many virgins, infants, 
Мой feel thefe pangs, — M 
— RP C i ee 










jour not my dear 
Weep not for me, 


m 
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Do this laft office, and then reft for ever. 
1 pray thee, weep not; pierte me not with groanss 
"The King too here ! then my death is fall. 
Enter Mafiniffa, Laelius, and Narva. 
Maf. Has Sophonifba drank this curfed bowl ? 
Oh, horror, horror! what a fight is here? 
Soph. Had I not drank it, Mafiniffa, thea 
1 had deferv'd it. 
Maf. Exquifite diftrefs ! 
Oh, bitter, bitter fate ! and this laft hope 
Compleats my woe. 
Soph. When will ее ears be deaf ee 
То milery’scomplaint ? Thefe eyes be blind 
"Го mifchief wrought by Rome? 
Мал Too (ооп, too (доп ! 
Ah, why fo hafty ? Bot a little while, 
Hadh thou delay'd this horr.d draught, 1 thea 
Had been as happy as 1 now am wretched. ling? 
. What means this talk of hope, of coward wait- 
Maf. What have 1 done ? Oh, heavens! I cannot think 
Without dittraétion, hell, and burning anguith, | 
On my rah deed! Bur, while I talk, the dies, 
And how, what, where am 1, then ? Say, cauft thou 
Forgive me, Sophonifba ? 
Soph. Yes, and more, 
More than forgive thee, thank thee, Mafiniffa. 
Над! thou been weak, and dally’d with my freedom, 
‘Till by d Rome enflav'd, that injury 
1 never had forgiven. 
Maf. 1 come with life. 
Lelius and | trom Scipio hafted hither ; 
But death was here before us. This vile poifon ! 
‘Soph, Ми Ше | There was fome merir in the poifon ; 
But this deftroys it ail. And could@ thou think 
Me mean то tike in? Oh, Pheenifla! 
ар —— end — 
eceive my parti т 
Pha. Ais, my Queen! | 
- Dies, dies, and (сотв me! Mercy, Sophonitba 
Grant one ing look, while yet thou canít ; 
Or death itfelf, the grave cannot relieve те: 
Ви, — ———⸗ 
2 









Wil 


64 БОРНО НТБВА. 
Will how] for ever. uivering and. + 
Have I done this ? = уы ut 
‘Soph. Come nearer, Mafinifia. 
Out, ftubborn nature! — - 
Мед Mifery ! Thefe pangs 
To —— were сас. A moment only, 
An agonizing moment, while I have 
An age of things to fay! 
‘Soph. We, bit for Rome, 
Might Бате been happy. Rouze thee now, my foul! 
"The cold deliverer comes, Ве mild to Syphax. 
friend behold me fill. 
— Oh, never, never, Carthage, 
Shall I behold thee тоге! (Dies. 
‘Maj. Dead, dead, Ob, dead ! 
Ts there no death for те? — o fad limp 
(Snatches Leelius's ford to flat bimfelf. 
Let, Hold, Mafiniffa ! 
Maf. And wouldft thou. make a coward of me, Lalius ? 
Have me furvive that murder’d excellence ? 
Did the not ftir? Ha! Who has fhock'd my brain? 
It whirls, it blazes !—Was it thou, old тар ? 
Narwa, Alas, alas !— Mafiniffa, foitly. 
Let me conduct thee tothy couch, 
Maf. The grave 
Were welcome. But ye cannot make me live ; 
Opprefs’d with life! —Off!—crowd not thus around me $ 
For 1 will hear, fee, think nomore. Thou funy 
Keep up thy hated beams; and all I want 
Of thee, kind earth, is an immediate grave. 
Ay, there fhe lies—Why to that pallid fweetnefs 
Can not I, nature, lay iny lips, and die? š 
[Throws Иън befide ber, 
Lal. Sce there the ruins of the noble mind, 
When from calm veafon paffion tears the (way. 
‘What pity fhe ооа perith ! —— Cruel war 
*Tis not the leait misfortune in thy train, 
‘That oft by thee the brave дейгоу thebrave. 
She bad a Roman foul; for every one ^ 
"Who loves, like her, his country, isa Roman, 
Whether on Afric's eres sud he glows, 
Or lives untam’d among Riphæan fnows. * 
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EPILOGUE 


By a FRIEND, 


NOW, Lm afraid the той? tafe in vogue 
Demand: a firong, bigh-feafan'd epilogue 5 
Ele might fome filly foul take pity's part, 
‘And odious virine fink into.the hearts 
Our fqueamifh author. crues this proceeding y 
He fays it burts found morali and good breeding г 
Nor Sophonifoa would he bere produce, 
АА glaring model of mo private ий. 
Ladies, be bid mi bebold your Cato: 
What 160! no ffoi or read in Plato? 
Tet fure Jhe offer'd, for ber country's fake, 
A Sacrifice, which Cato could not mali 
Already, now, није wicked men are feeringy, 
* sure зоват 3 — rne 
vow, they have not rti ис fpirit z 
That, ladies, mufi be gti dor wert. d 
Mercy forbid! we Јоши lay down our liver, 
Like thefe old, Punic, barbarous, heathen wives. 
re chriftian blood But fure the devis in ler, 
or ber country would nat lofe a pinner. 
Lard! bow could fuch a creature ето her face? 
How ?— Faf as you do there—thro’ Braffel: lace, 
Lhe Roman fair, the public in difrrefi, 
Gave up the dare ornaments of Фред, 
How much more cheaply might. you gain 1 
One yard of ribbon, and tive ells А хз 
And gaufe cach deep-read critic maf adore 5 
Your Roman ladies drefi'd in ganfe all o'er. 
Should you, fair patriots, — thin, 
How clear might ай your — fentiments be feen! 












o foreign looms no longer отив your charms y 
Nor make their trade more fatal than their arms, 





t6] 
Each Britifb dame, who courti ber countrys práife,— 7 
By quitting thefe outlandifh modes, might тазу 
„(Ми from von powder’dband, Ја tbin aad /jruce) _ 
Ten able-bodied men, ie we. 
But now a ferions word about the play, 
Aufpicions mile on this bis fir fay: 
27 generous Britons ! your exon fons infpire s 
Let your applaxfes fan iheir native fire : 
Then other Shakifpiares yet may rouze the Јаре, 
Aad other Orxoays melt another age. 





A 
NUPTIAL SONG, 
Tatended to have been inferted in the Fourta Аст. 


OME, gentle Venus, andaffosge 
C A warring world, a bleeding age : 
For nature lives-beneath thy ray, " 
"The wint’ry cempeits hafte away, га 
A oti calm мө lea, 
Thy native dep ie full of thee s 
flowering earth, where'er you fly, 
Is all o'er fprisg, all fun the ky. 
А genial fpirit warms the breeze ; 
Unfeen, а! the blooming trees, 
The feaberd hovers tune their throar, 
"The defart growis a foften’d note, ~ 
Glad o'erthe meads rhé cattle bound, 
And love and harmony 


But chief, into the h 
за с See Mi 
ou teach us to know, 
[oper hr гете әр Жы e 





To 


happy momenrtoii ! 
And fill the perfect.year with love, 
Come, thou of heav'n and earthy 
"To whom ali EEE 


H: 
Has rag’d along our ruin 
Has curs’d them with his crus 
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ring this play with the original, the reafons 
affigned by the editor in his advertifement, for the alte- 
rations he had prefumed to make, were fo obvious, it was 
Judged to be more acceptable to the reader in Из prefent 


than as originally written, 


Li 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


НЕ prefent age, though it has done honour to its 
own difcernment by the applaufes prid to Shake- 
— реми, has, at the fame time, too grofsly neglected the 
other great matters in the fame fchool of writing. The 
pieces of Beaumont and Fletcher in particular, (to fay 
nothing of Jonfon, Maffinger, Shirley, &c.) abound 
with beauties, fo much of the fame colour with thofe of 
Shakefpeare, that it is almot unaccountable, that the 
very age which admires one, even to idolatry, fhould pay 
fo little attention to the others ; and, while almoft every 
HES critic, at all eminent in the literary world, have 
ambitious of difinguithing themfelyes, as editora 
— mo more than two folirary editions of 
iumont and Fletcher, and onc of thofe of a very late 
date, have been publithed in the prx 
"The truth is, that nature indeed is in all ages the fame; 
but modes and cufloms, manners and languages, аге" 
fubje& to —— variation. Time им ly renders 
riti folete and uncouth, and the gradual intro- 
duftion of new words and idiems — older forma 
into difrepute and difufe. But the int i 
work, though it may be obícured, muft for ever remain ; 
as ani Coins, or old plate, though not current of 
1 fill have their value, according to their 
weight. 


The injuries of modern innovation in the ие of. 


are there of Shakefpeare, now in conftant acting, of 
t reprefentation, и contin’ a эз 

+ traditional aj i the public had not дї 
were, approbation of pul nad п‹ фа 


a fandtion to their irregularities, and 
x Az 


г. 3 

Фоп! The language even of our Liturgy and Bible, 
if we may venture to mention them on this occafion, 
would perhaps foon become obfolete and unintelligible to 
the generality, if they were not conflaarly in our 
churches. The ftile of our authors, efpecially in this 
play, ig often remarkably plain and fimple, and only 
таней or enriched by the fentiments, It is the opinion 
of Dryden, that even *‹ Shakefpeare’s language is a little 
** obfolere in comparifon of theirs; and that the Engli 
* language in them arrived to ив higheft períe&üan ; 
** whar words have fince been taken in, being rather 
«+ fuperfluous, than neceffary." s 

Philafter bas always been efteemed one of the befl pro- 
duétions of Beaumont and Fletcher; und, we are told 
by Dryden, was the firft play that brought them into 
great reputation. The beauties of ir are indeed fo faing 
und fo various, that our authors might in this play 
be faid to rival Shakefpeare, were it not for the many 
evident marks of imitation of his manner, Tiele d 

" 





rors of Beaumont and Fletcher conceiwe, that the 
meant to delineate, jm the r А 
Hamlet racked with the j fy of Othello; and there 
are feveral paffages, in this play, where the authors haye 
mini ЕУ o Ea from fimilar ^ сез Е 
prefions in Shakefpeare, particular! [eno that 
readily оссут to the reader, as he goes al from Othello, 
Bises Cymbeline, and lan a “ 

"Го remove the ebjections to the formance of this, 
excellent play on be is ae been the chief 
libowr, and fole — of є prefent editor. It 
may be remembered, that The Sproihh Corate, The 
Little French Lawyer, and Scorntul Lady, of our au- 
thors, as well as Silent Woman of Jonfon, all (a- 
vourite entertainments of our predeceflore, have, within 
thefe few years, encountered t! — of the pit, and 
received fentence of conde: Поп, jet the uncommon: 
merit of foch a play as Philafter might be univerfally ac- 
knowledged and received, it neccflary to clear 
ра Багу and — dnd fo amend a 

ney in the original conftitution cf the 


mult Бате checked the fucceís дос то the 





ЕЈ 
plecé, nay, indeed, was ап infuperable obftacle to its 
reprefentation. 

But though the inaccuracies and licentioufnefs of the 
piece were inducements (according to the incudi reddere 
of Horace) to put iton the anvil again, yet nothing has 
been added more than was abfolutely neceffary, to make 
it move eafily on the new hinge, whereon it now turns + 
nor has any thing been omitted, except what was fup- 

fed to have been likely to obfeure its merit, or injure 

fuccefs. The pen was drawn, witheut the leaft hefi- 
7 tation, over every (сее now expunged, except the бг 
Seene of the third aét, as it flands in the original ; in regard: 
to which, the part that Philafier fultains 1n it occafioned 
fome paufe: but, on examination, it feemed that Dion's 
falfification of facts in that fcene was inconfiftent with the 
гей of his character, though very natural in fuch a per- 
fon as Megra : and though we have in our times (сеп the 
fudden and inílantaneous tranfitions from one paffion to 
another remarkably well reprefented on the yet 
Philafler’s emotions appeared impoffible to be exhibited 
with any conformity to truth or mature, It was there- 
tore thought advifable to omit the whole feene ; and it 
js hoped, that this omiffion will not be difapproved, and 
that it will not appear to have left any void ог chafin m. 
the action; Босе the imputed falfehood of Arethufa, 
after being fo induftrioufly made public to the whole 
court, might very naturally be imagined to come to thc 
knowledge of Philafter in a much бош interval, than 
is often tei to elapfe between tbe acts; or even be · 
tween the fcenes of (ome of our old plays. 

‘The feenes in the fosnh act, wherein Philafer, ace. 
cording to the original play, wounds Arethufa and Bel- 
lario, and from which the piece took its fecond title of 
Love lies a bleeding, have always been cenfured. 
critics. — breathe m of * fpirit of 
and cruelty, horror, ich t tragedy 
hath often been accyfed. "rhe heroe woud — 
fires hurt the delicacy or рейд — Bel- 
lario fleeping, in to ümfelf- i» purfuers, 
offended nerd of al ‘This part of the fable, 
therefore, fo —— the characier of Philafter, ic 

3 was 














гот 
judged abfolurel) uifite to alters and a new turn 
een а all асаа: but the change 
been effected by fuch fimple means, and with fo muc 
ace to the original, that there are hardly ten lines 
ор account of the alteration. | 
i xg of the additions or Seton d be feen x 
ода the prefent with the original; 
Tie Дега ват, sn feck occafions, of himfelf лоо 
са! A difcover the patch-work of a mocern hand. 
here is extant in the works of the of Вискіпр-/ 
ham, who wrote The Rehearfal, and altered The Chances, 
an alteration of this play, under the title of The Кейо- 
ration, or Right will take Place. ‘The duke feems to 
have been very fludious to difguife the piece, the names 
of the Dramatis Perfonz, as well as the title, being en- 
titely changed; and tbe whole рес”, together with the 
prologue aad epilogue, feeming intended to carry the air 
of an oblique political {аге on his own times, How- 
ever астау be, the Duke's play is as little (if got 
leís) calculated for the prefent барс, ss the original of 
our authors. The character of Thrafomond (for fo the 
Duke calis the Spanifh prince) is much more ludicrous 
than the Pharamond of Beaumont and Fletcher. Few of 
the indecencics or obfcenities in the original are removed ; 
and with what delicacy the adventoregof Megra is ma- 
maged, may be determined from the following {pecimen 
of his Grace's alteration of that circumstance, not а 
word of the following extraét being to be found in Beau» 
mont and Fletcher, 


ЖЕЙ 








* the Guard, t Ун Тува, в Drawers, 


Guard. Sir, in obedit to yc 
We ope fellow Sealing oleh ne 
{тү Who's tis, inure dica. 
. Yes; he isi i 
King. Sir, I muft chide you for this loofenefs! 
You've wrong'd a worthy lady ; but no morc. e» 
4+ 





—— —— — 


^ Е > 
Thrafemend, Sir, 1 came hither but tatake the ait-· 
A witty rogue, I warrant him. X a 
emant.. Ay, he's a deyil at his anfwers, 
. ng. Сордиб him to his lodgings. 


If to move the pallions of pity and terror are the two: 
chief ends of бе ач for givi 
that tide to the play of йет. Ге, 
Othello, &c. &c. norwithílanding the cafual introduc- 
o of comic circumfances in the natural courfe of the 
n ian, are tragedies; Philafter is fo too. The Duke of 
Buckingham entitles his alteration a tragi-comedy ; bur 
that word, according to its prefent acceptation, J 
the idea of a very different fpecies of compolition ; a. 
play, like The Spanith Friar, or Oroonoko, in which. 
two diflinct actions, one ferious and the other comic, are 
unnaturally woven together ; as abfurd a medley (in the 
opinion of Addifon) as if an epic writer was to undere 
take to throw into one poem the adventures of JÉpcas. 
and Hudibras. 

As to the form in which:the piece is now fubmitted to 
the public, fome, ын; wit think that the editor 
has taken too many liberties with the original, and many 
may cenfure him for aot having made а more thorough. 
alteration. ‘There are, it mutt be confeffed, many thin, 
ЯШ left in the play, which may be thought to lower 
dignity of tragedy, and which would not be admitted in. 
a fable of modern conftru&ion : but where fuch things 
were in nature, and inoffenfive, and ferved at the fame 
time as fo many links in the chain of circumftances that 
compofe the action, it was thought better to fubdue ia 
{оте meafure the intemperance of the fcencs of low. 
humour, than wholly to reje or omit them. It would 
nat have bech in the power, nor indeed was it ever in the 
intention or defire, of the editor, to give РъПайсг the 
air of a modern ; no more than an architect 
of this age would endeavour ro embellifh tbe magnificence 
of a Gothick building with the ornaments of the Greek 


or Roman orders. Jr is i for the (етстей reader 
to have a meaner opinion of the editors (harc in the work 
than he entertains of ic himfelf. Something, however, 

was 


—M 


es) 

was meeeffary to be done ; and the reafons for what he 
has done have already been апей; nor can he repent 
of the trouble he has taken, at the inftance of a friend, 
whom he is happy to oblige, when he fees himfelf the 
inftrument of refforing Philafter to the theatre, of dif- 
playing new graces in Ma Keres, ing of calling forth 

extraordinary romifing a genius for the 
flage as Mr, pr rik S * xn 


PRO: 


PROLOGUE 
Written by Georct Corman, Efq. on Мг, Розе 
firit Appearance at Drury-Lane. 


JF HILE modern tragedy, ду rule exact, 
Spin gut a im sre fly a b añ, 
We dare to bring you one af thofe bold, 
Wrote ly rough Englilb wits in former days 
camer asd Better — 
brir g nd Sbalefjcare's golden fun s 
Or evben Hamlet’: place Јарма, 
Or By Vl tbc Rage Dy айай”, fe, 
„Their, als, well pair'd, Shot fire in mingled rays, 
“Their bands together twin'd the facial bayty 
Till fajbion drove, in a refining аре, 1 
Virtue from court, and nature from —— 
Then nonfenfe, in beraics, Рен? fa ' | 
—— — pori rhinies 
Nes, » and trim, and delicate, and cbafle, " 
fram peser and jo came. уте" 


Gad e foi 
— Ly аа Porc ees 


„уе bards of phlegm, fan, 
7i Of Hof rat m er d 
Я 










harder (а-ай, remains ка: 
s yet by public eyes unfeen, 

арга? ботен, fills the fent. 

Fired in к; tity, bis theatrics far 

Brings bim at len jb shir —— — 2 

Smit чой the 

прати di ДНИ 

Him while aud fears embarrafs 

Stulting (li — Debind the arras, | 

Mea dramatic fellowy-feeling draws, 

Without a fee, to plead a онт” г cane: 

Genius is rare; and while eur great comptroller, 

No more a. manager, turut aryant fireller, 

Let new adventurers your care engage, 


Aud зей the infant Japlings of the age ® 
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DRAMATIS PERSON E 


MEN. 
Drury- Lane. Covent-Garden, 
King, Mr. Branfby, Mr. L’Eftrange, 
Philafer, Мг, Powell. Mr. Melmoth. 
Pharamend, Mr. Lee, Mr. Clinch. 
Dion, Mr. Burton, Mr. Hall. 
Gleremont, Mr. Са с. Mr. Davis. 


Thrafiline, М. Ackman. Mr. Thompfon, 
Captain, Mr. Baddely. Mr. Dunftall, 
Countryman, Мг. Parlons. Mr; Cufhing. 


Mr. Watkins. Mr. Fox, 


dob stia Mi 
Ewpbraj ШАШ 
эе abe pis of 


fs Bride. М, Мапойи. 


Bellario, — Mrs. Yates. Mrs. Melmoth. 


t брат в 
Hs — 


—— Mrs. Lee, Mifs Sherman. 
Galatea, —— Mifs Mills, Мо, Whitfield. 
Lady, —— Mn. Hippifley. Mif Pearce. 


SCENE, ICILM 


PHI. 


PHT BAS E Е Е, 





«ме The lines marked with inverted commat, * ibus, are omitted in the 


reprifentation, 


ACT 1. 
SCENE, an Astichamber in the Palace, 
А Enter Dion, Cleremont, asd Thrafiline. 


Съккмонт. 
ЕКЕ? nor lords, nor ladies. 
Dion. Credit nts =Й жүзү I wonder * ite 
hey چ‎ Ana the King to attend here. 
s, it was Т “Мыйрей, that no officer fhould 
forbid any gentleman An defired to attend and hear. 
Cler, Can you guefs the caufe ? 
Dion. Sir, it is plain, about the Spanifh Prince, tha’s 
«оте to marry our kingdom’s heir, and be our foverci, 
Cler. Many, that will (сет to know much, fay, 
— er, — 
4. too, moreover, that the 
(fent d the Queen of Spain, Р! Phases ime. 
ther, to the train of Arethufa, and attend her to 
her new ^o early tomnrde Pha carries her- 





t: PHIL А-5'Т Е К. 


Cier. Sir, it is thought, with her he fall enjoy both 
thefe kingdoms of Sicily and Calabria, 

Dien. Sir, it is, without controverfy, fo meant. But 
Зам И Бе à trovblefonié labóur for him to énjoy both ^ 
«веб: kingdoms with fafety, the right heir to one of them 
living, and living fo virtuoufly ; efpecially, the 
admiring the bravery of his mind, and lamenting his in- 

ries, 

1 Cler. Who, Philafter ? 

Dion. Yes, whofe father, we all know, was by our late. 
King of Calabria unrighteoufly depofed from his fruitful. 
Sicily. Myfeif — Blood! in thofe wars, which 
I would give my hand to be wafhed from, 

Clers Se, my i ince in Йаге-робсу will not let me 
know why, Philaiter being heir to one of thefe kingdoms, 
the King fhould овес him to walk abroad with fuch free 
liberty. р 

Dis. Bir, it feems your nature is more conítant than 
to enquire afterflate-news, But the King, of latc, made 
а hazard of both thé kingdoms of Sicily and his own, 
with offering but to imprifon Philafler; at which the ci- 
€y was in arms, not to be charmed down by any ftate-order 
or proclamation, till they faw Philafter ride through the 
flreets, pleafed, and without а guard; at which they 
threw their hats and their arms from them, fome to 
make bonfires, fome ro drink, all for his deliverance. 
Which, wife men fay, is the caufe the King labours to 
up the power of a foreign nation to awe his own 


А [Pourifh, 

Tiva. Peace ; the King, 
SCENE draws, ad difcover tbe King, Pharamond, 
Койо, d Toston d 





- To give a ftrotiger telliinony of love 
тиз gd promifes, * (which commonly 
* Та princes find both birth and burial 
* [n one breath)’ we Вате drawn you, Worthy Sir, 
"To make fair indearinents to дит daughter, 
And fervices Known to our fubjédis, 
* Now lof'dand weoder'dat.' Next, от intent 
"To plant you deeply, our immediate heir 
Both tv'our blood and Kingdoms, * Forthis lady, Tis 

ex 


—— » 


of your life, as you confirm me, 
Кыты nd T believe) though korán Feats кайа i 
* Yet teach her nothing but her feats and bhithes; / 
+ * Think not, dear Sir, “hele undivided»parts: ur 
* That той mould up a virgin, are put on т aly 
s То Dem bet (0,00 bonor Lema e | 
< To {peak her perfect зо you, or 

* An artificial (айол to her nature. tod 
Laf, noble fon, (for fo 1 now тиб call you) 

(What I have done thus publics а is 22537 
“© To add a comfort in. — 

‘ o уга or aiuta 5 and’ to confirm. 
Babe. = ain o el E t 
Mile aah male Whar ARE 


itbin атаа — Томска 
То d pp: ego and thus far * 


DE Es 












Е не и гора — 
to 


That ery man бай be bis prince hi 
And his own law : (ret his prince and lav) 





And, deareft lady, let mefay, youare 2 beg 
—— ніара for, weet Prince's, you) s 
‘Shall make hirm J^ مشا‎ eee — 
Thra, Miraculous! recede t Be 
Cler, Cur парен eal hira Spaniard 
A large — А t pendet REL миф 
But here comes. 
Than the large 
М7 
Phi. Ri 
And with a 


ЛАГЫ 
Speak your шени, Sie 


oat 


ty PHIELASTER 


Pbi, Shall 1 {peak them freely + 
Be НИ my royal Sovereign —— 
King. Asa fubject, 
We give you freedom. 
Mon. Now it hears. 
Pbi. Then thus I turn 
‘My language to you, Prince, you, foreign man, 
Ne'er багс, nor put on wonder; for you mutt 
Indure me, and you Вай, This earth you tread on, 
(A cowry, as you hope, with this fair Princefs) 
By my dead tarber (Oh, 1 hada father, 
hoe memory I bow to!) was not left. 
То your inheritance, and Гор and living 
Having myfelf about me, and my (word, 
‘The fouls of all my name, and memories, 
"Lhefe arms and fome few friends, befides the gods, 
To part fo calmly with it, and fie (НИ, 
fay, 1 might have been. 1 ‹е thee, Pharamond, 
When thou art king, look I be dead and rotten, 
And my name ahes, For, bear me, Pharamond, 
"T his very ind thou goest on, this fat earth, 
My father’s friends беге their faiths, 
Before that day of — fhall gape, and (wallow 
‘Thee and thy nation, like a bungry grave, 
Into her hidden bowels. Prince, it ай; 
— fhalt, 
ing. You боди US. 
You are too bold. — 
Pbi. No, Sir, I am too tame, 
"Too mucha turtle, a thing born without 
A faint fhadow, that every drunken cl fails over, 
And maketh nothing. 
Pha. What you have feen in me to ftir offence 
I cannot find, vnlefs it be this lady, 
Обет? into mine arms, with the fucceffion, 
Which I mutt keep, t ic hath pleas’d your fury 
To mutiny within you. King grants it, 
And I dare make it mine, “You have your anfwer. 
Phi. If thou wert fole inheritor rohim 
"That made the world his, ard were Pharamond 
* valiant as I feel-hiin cold, 
ting’d among the choiceft of bis friends, 








And 


Py He ТА STI By Re 18 
And from this prefeuce, fpite of all thefe topsy 
You fhould —— from me. 
King. Sir, you wrong the Prince. 
* 1 gave you not this freedom to brane our eft friends p 
You do deferve our frown. Со to; bebetter témper'd, . 
Phi. It mufl be, Sir, when | am noblerm'd. 
King. Vbilafler, tell me 
The injuries yousim at in your riddles. 
Phi, Lf you had my eyes, Sir, and (ufferance, 
‘My griefs upon you, and my broken fortunes, 
My wants great, abd now nought bur hopes and feats, 
My wrongs would make ill riddles to be laughed ùt, 
Dare you be fill my King, and right me mot ? 
King. Goto; 
Ве more yourlelf, ив you refpet our favour; à 
You'll Miruselfe. Sir, I muf have youknow, (wë 
‘That you're, and fhall be, at our pleafute, + what fathion 
* Will pur upon you, Smooth your brow,or, by the 


Pdi. Làm dead, Sir; you're my fates It was not È 
Said Twas wrong’d. 1 carry all about me 
My weak ftars led me to, ull my weak fortunes, 
ho dares in allthis preience (that ia ‘ 
But man of flefhyand may be mortal) tell me, а 
1 do not той entirely love this Prince, . 
And honour his full virtues ? 
King. Sure he's рое”! , 
Phi. Yes, with my father's fpirit. Tes here, O King! 
A dangerous fpirit ; now he tells me, King, 
1 was a king's heir, bids me be a kiog, 
And whifpers to me, thefe be all my (Беды. 
? Tis ftrange, he will not letme Пеер, butedives : 
Into my fancy, and there gives me fhapes г 
"That kneel, and do me fervice, cry me king. 
But ГИ fupprefshim ; be’s a factious fj 
And will undo me, Noble Sir, your b 
1 ат your ferant... « à 
Forts aoe porden your E 
thas time { 
{и King, Pha. din 
Dion. See how his fancy labours. Hashenot | > 
Брока borum epi Ниаз What a dangerous train’ pià 
2 


p 
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Did he give fire to! How he fhook the King ! 
Made his foul melt within him, and his blood 
Run into whey! It food upon his brow, 
Like a cold winter dew. 
Pbi. Gentlemen, 
You have побит me; Iam nominion. t 
You ftand, methinks, like men that would be courtiers; 
Jf you could well be flatter'd at that price, 
Not to undo your children. ¶ Yov're all honeft. 
Go, get you home again, and make your country 
A virtuous court, to which your great ones may, 
In their difeafed age, retire, and та reclufe, 
Cle. How do you, worthy Sir? 
Phi, Well, very well, 
And fo well, that, if the King pleafe, 1 find 
T may live many years. 
Dien. The King mutt pleafe, 
Whilit we know what you are, and who you are, 
Your wrongs andi —* Shrink not, worthy Sir, 
But add your father to ; in whofe name 
We'll waken all-the , and —— 
‘The rods of vengeance, the abuíed 
Who, like to raging torrents, (ай! {wel Mgh, 
And fo begirt the кета ce aep ta any: 
‘That, through the —— fafety, they Шай beg 
For mercy at your fword’s point, 
Phi, Friends, no more ; 
Our earsmay be corrupted. "Tis an age 
We ару our wills to. Do » love me ? 
Tira. Do we love beav'n and honour? 
Ріг. My Lord Dion, 
You had a virtuous geatlewoman call’d you father : 
Is the yetalive ? 
Dion. Май honour’d Sir, dens ) 





And for the penance but. 
Has — — 
Pbi, Isi sinama or. of thele gentlemen соте? 
То you, brave mms тыг would arrest 
your prefent сопм 


Pbi. Kit her hir hand, and fay, I will attend hers 
Dias, Do you know what you do? Ж 


PHILASITIER А 


Phi. Yes; go to fee a woman, 
Cler, But do you weigh the danger you are in? 
Phi. Danger in a fweet face! 
* Her суе may fhoot me dead, or thofe troe red 
And white friends in her face may fteal my foul out § 
"There's all the dunger ийт. But be what may, 
Her fingle tame hath armed me. [Erit 
Dion. Go ons 
N And be as truly happy as thou art fearlefs. 
Come, gentlemen, iet's make our friends acquainted, 
Lcí the King prove Ме, (Exact. 


SCENE changes to another apartment. 


Enter Arethufa and а Lady, 
Are, Comes he not? 
Lady, Madam ? 
Are. Will Philafler come? 
Lady. Dear Madam, you were wont 
"Tocredit me at firt. 
Are, But didft thou tell me fo? 
Lam forgetful, and my woman's теп 
1s fo o'ercharg'd with danger like to grow 
About my marriage, that thefe underthings 
Dare not abide in fuch a troubled fea, 
How look'd he, when he told thee he would come ? 
Lady. Why, well. 
Are. And nor a little fearful? 
Lady. Fear, Madam! fure be knows not what it isi 
Are, You are all of his faction ; the whole court 
Ts bold in praife of him; whilft 1 
May live neglected, and do noble things, 
‘As fools in fefe tow gold into the fea, 
Drown'd в the doing. But I know he fers. * 
Lady. Fear, Madam! ht his id more 
Of love than fear. етра = i 
Are. Of love! to whom? To you * Som 104. 
M youd deliver thofe plain words 1 fent 4 
ith i geiture, and quick looky. 
That you Pave caugh“ im? T. 
Lady. Madam, Lmean to yous і 
Are. Of love to me! Alas! thy ignorance. 
Leas thee not fee the bord our births, 
:3, 






Nature;, 
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Iure акыны qutt ond why 
She did or this, or that, but has her ends, 
And knows fhe does weil, never gave the world 
‘Two things fo oppofite, fo contrary, 
As he ánd Г am. 

Lady. Madam, I think I hear him. 
— — doom —E 
‘ou gods, that not have 8 wit 
Mops wides urhis taco | 
"To make the paffion of a fecble maid 


The way unto your ја, 1 E oae. 
елет —— 


Lady. Here is my Lord Philafler. 
wat эче а Exi 
ithdraw yourfe ris Lady. 
Phi. Madam, your meffenger t 
Made me believe you with’ dt fpei with те, 
Are, "Tis true, Philafter.- 
Have "ува known, ‘ 
‘That T have ought detracted from your worth è 
Have Па perfon wrong'd you? Or have fet 
My bafer inftruments to throw difgrace 
Upon your virtues? 
Phi, Чем, م وا‎ ett F А Е 
‘Are, Why then thoul d you, in fuch a public place, 
Injure a princefs, and a fcandal la T 
‘Upon my fortunes, —— great," 
Calling a at of my di 
Pie Ма this тта. ye rar fpeak, will 
« Foolifh. Вас for your fairand virtuous felf, — (feem 
1 could afford myfelf to have no right. 


pes thi цу уд. 
«7 Philader, know, 
—— repa pees 
And Sicily. Эу fm die, Philaüer, ~ 
€— may them both. 
Phi. 1 to fave that noble lifes 
pofterity 





Yerwould be lath to Ване 
Find in our Попев, that Philafter gave 
‘His right unto a fceptre and a crown, 
То fave a lady's longing. 


PHILASTER $ 


Nay, then, , hear; PET 
I aad will have them, and more. 
Phi. Whatmore? Say, you would have my Шер | 
* Why, Iwill give it you; for it is of mess =» | 
A thing fo loath'd and unto you that afk 3 >  % + 
OF fo oor Ще, —— 
Are. Fain would I {peak ; ad yer the worde are faeb 
1 have to fay, and do foill befe 
N The mouth * woman, that I wriftr chen fd, 
And yet am loth to utter them, ОН, turi 
Away thy face! a little bend d looks ! 
Spare, Граге me, Oh, Philaft 
Phi, What means this ? 
Are, But that my fortunes hang upon this hour, 
Bur that occafion urges me to fpeak, 
And that perverfely to keep filence now 
Would doom me to a life of wretchedoefs, 
1 could not thus have fummon'd thee, to tell thee, 
"The thoughts of Pharamond are fcorpions to me, 
More horrible than danger, pain, or death ! 
Yes—I mutt have thy kingdoms—mutt have thee. 
РЫ. How, me! 
Are, Thy love ! without which, all the land 
Difcovered yet, will ferve me for no ше, 
But to be buriedin. 
Phi. Ye't poffible? 
Are, With it, it were too little to beltow 
On thee. Now, though thy breath may — dead, 
(Which, know, it may) 1 have ти ^d oy bre 
Phi. Madam, you are too full ви», 
‘To lay a train for this contemned lil 
Which you may have for afking. — 
Were стор dase gg arr no —— you! 
By ail Ü my 
But how this Talon fhould proceed from you 








foul into my body thot, 
Gould nor have Sd me with more irengtl and (р. 
Td But (pend. ора 
lo feeking how 1 сате thus. Pera the 
that make me fo ; and fure our love 
wil the nobler, and the better blefs'd, 
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Ju that the fecret juflice of the gods 
ls mingled with it. Let us —— 
Left fome unwelcome gue(t fhould fali betwixt. 
Phi. ll be ill, 4 
1 fhould abide here long. * 
Are. "Tis true, and worfe 
Youfhosld comeoften. How (hall we devife 
То hold intelligence, that our true loves, 
On any new occafion, may agree, 
What path is bef ro tread. 
Phi. 1 have a boy, 
Sent by the gods, I hope, to this intent, 
Not yet feen in the court. Hunting the buck, 
1 found him fitting by а feuntainefide, 
Of which he borrow'd fome to quench his thirty, 
‘And paid thé nymplagsin as much in tears. 
А garland jay by him, made by himfelf, 
Ot many feveral Bowers, bred in the bay, 
Stuck in that myftie order, that the rarenefs 
Delighted me; but ever when he turned 
His tender eves upon them, he would weep,. 
As if he meant to make them grow again, 
Seeing fuch pretty helpleís innocence 
Dwell in his face, Lafi'd him all his богу; 
He told me, that his parents gentledy'd, 
Leaving him to the mercy of * fields, "AP 
Which gave him roots; and of the al fpri 
Which id nox Поререн courfes ав the (ob, ^ 
Which fill, he (Бата? him, yielded bim his light. 
Тыа took sa his garland, and did hew 
at every flower, аз coun le hold, 
Did fignify ; and how all, per rye aie 
Expreis’d hie grief; and to my thoughts did read: 
"The prettie(t lecture of his country, are 
"That could be with’d; fo that, methought, I could: - 
Have fludied it. 1 gladly entertain’d hun, 
Who was as glad ta ; and have. 
The truftiett, loving й, and the TN 





"That over maáfter Him will U 
"To wait on you, and bear our hidden love, 
Eater Laiya 
Are, "Tis wells no more. * 


а 3 Lady. 


3 POHOI L-A- $T RERS * 
+ Lady. Madam, the Prince is come to do fervice. 
"Тү Are, What will you do, Philaiter, with youre? 
ear, ide thy elf. Being in the Prince, 
+ Phi. Hide me from Pharamond ! 
When thunder fpeaks, which is the voice of Jove, 
Though I do reverence, yet I hide me not. 
Are. Thes Philaiter, give him fcope and way 
In what be for he is apt to fpeak 
« What you areloth го hear, For my fake до, 
Phi. Twill, 


Enter Pharamond, 
Pha, My — miltrefs, as true lovers ought, 
1 come to kifs thefe fair hands; and to thew, 
In outward ceremonies, the dear love 
Writ in my heart, 
Phi. If 1 рай have an anfwer no directlier, 
I am gone. * 
Pha. ‘To what would he have an anfwer ? 
Are, То his claim unto the ki s 
Pha. 1 did forbear you, Sir, the King. 
Phi. Good Sir, do fo НИ; I would not talk with you: 
Pha. But now the time is fitter, 
Phi. Pharamond, 
Î loath to braw? with fuch a Бай as thou, 
Who art nougbt but a ure ї voice, — 
‘Thou fhalt provoke me further, men will fay, 
‘Thou wert, тоо, lament it. d 
Pha, Do you flight 
My greatnefs fo, and in the chamber of the Princefs * 
РИ. Itis a place, to which, I тий confeís, 
I owe a reverence; but wer't the church, 
Ay, at the altar, there's no place fo fafe, 
here thou dar'ft injure me, but I dare punifh thee; 
* Farewel.’ 
Pha. Infolent Ьоайег! offer but to mention. 


Thy right to any ки — ub 
Are, Let him go; R 
He is not worth your care. - J Y 


— Е ad yet fo flow 
———— a 


Peers bends tot e: ie plea, one 
& Being 


н эз, раната oT 










Being agreed in heart, letus nat-wait 
For pomp and cireumilance, but folemmize — E, ч 
A private nupual,and anticipate: — 
i fits, dil io acm Ye oo SES ' 
г. My father, Sir; i all in all to meg. 
Nor as І giveany fancy or ney will 
More fcope than he fhall warrant. 
My eye look up to Pharamond foriord, 
1 know my duty; Бог, then, farew 
Pha, Ni it there's more in this—f¢ 
Ре Варз Philafter——'Sdeath 1 let me 
She тий be матеъ”д-- Не too muli be ta’ 
Or all my hopes of her and empire тей 
Upon а fandy bottom he means 
"To wed me, well; if not, І {wear revenge. 
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десет «TE, 
SCENE, ак Apartment in the Palaces 
Enter Philafter and Bellario, 
ND dios йай find her пени boy 
thou fhalt find. her honow $ 
A pepe Aadhar юк АНГ 
‘of thine own тодейу, and tor my fake, 
Apter 10 give, than thouwilt be to * 
Ay, or deferves 
Bel. Sir, you did take me 

When I was otha seal ye yet am fomething, 
‘By being yours, unkhown ; 
And that which you are apt to — now 
A fimple innocence in me, 
Might have been craft, the cunaing. of xboy 


Harden'd in lies and theft ; yet ventur 
"To part my miferies i ТА сеа 


Е - 
1LAS T EK R. 
thy cheeks, and (peak thee fair. 












sime thaz I bave feen the world, 
to part with 


willing, 
Age and experience will 
With larger knowledge 
A wilful fault, rhink me not paff all 
For once, What matter holds fo 
Over his boy, that he will part with him 
Without one warning? Let me be corre&ted, 
"To break my ftubbornncfs, if it befo, 
Rather than turn me off, and T fhall mend. 

Phi. Thy love doth plead {o prettily to бау, 
"That, той me, Poul weep to part with thee. 
Alas, Ido not torn thee off! thou know’ft, 

It is my bufine(s that doth call thee hence ; 

And when thou art with her, thou dwell"(t with те, 

"Think fo, and "збо; and when time is full, 

‘That thou һай well difcharg'd this heavy стай, 

Laid on fo weak a one, I will agin 

With joy receive thee; as Iive, Twill, | 

Nay, not, Пе boy ; "tis more than time 

"Thou didft attend the Princefs. 

as lam gone. Lord! - 

fiace Lam to with т) 4 

ATP NE 
fervice ) 

Heav'n blefs ye ч defigns s 


Анага, бүк 
g Phi. 
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laim"ft in me. 
5 thou canft fing and 
AN give me leave, 
t kind of grief can thy years Коом P= 
when thou мед” to fchool ? 
of other grief. 
ks are fmooth as waters be, 
them. Relieve me, boy, 
Care feeks out wrinkled brows, aod hollow eyes, 
And builds himfelf caves to abide in them. 
Come, Sir, tell me truly, does your lord love me? 
Ва. Love, Madam ! I know not what it is. 
'. Canft thou know grief, and never yet knew' Jove 2 
Thou art deceiv'd, boy. Does he fpeak ot me, 
i "d me well? 
be love, 
refpect of his own friends, 
In thinking on your face ; if it be love, 
To fit crofs-arm'd, and figh away the day, 
Mingled with farts, crying your name as loud + 
And halily, as men i” the Йтеетз do fire; 
Ii ir be love, to weep himfelf away, 
When he but hears of any lady dead, 
Or kill'd, becaufe it might have been your chance 4 
1f, when he goes to тей, (which will not be) 
"Тайж ev'ry prayer he fays, he names you once, 
As others drop a bead, be to be in love, 
Then, Madam, I dare {wear he loves 
Are, Oh! 







You are а cunning boy, taught to deceive, 
For your lord's credit. But thou know’ 
‘That bears this found, is welcomer to пи 
‘Than айу truth, that fays, he loves me m 
Lead the way, hoy. Do you attend me too ; 
"Tis thy lord's bufinefs haltes me rhus. Away, [Ежели 
SCENE changes to another Apartment in the Palaces 
Exter Медта and Pharamond. 

. What then am 1? A poor negiested (ше! 
Have I then been an idle toying the, 
"To fool away an bour or two withal, 
And then thrown by for eet 





falfehood 


Pha; 


ә 


т” Cu PEPPER 
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Pha, Nay, have patience. afi 
“Meg. Patience! I mhall go тай! Why, Пейн = 
А mark for all the-pages of the court E 
То fpend their wit upon. à? t 
Pha. It (hall not i 
She whofe difhonour is not known abroad, 
Is not at all difhonour'd. 
Meg. Not difhonour'd ! 
Have we then been fo chary of our fame, 
So cautious, think you, in our courfe of love, 
No blot of calumny has fall'n upon it? Say, 
What charm has veil'd Sufpicion’s hundred eyer, 
And who fhall йор the cruel hand of Scorn ? 
Pha. Ceafe your complaints, reproachful and unkind } 
What could I do? Obedience to my father, 
My country’s good, my plighted faith, my fame, 
Zach circumftance of itate and duty, afk'd 
‘The tender of my hand to Arethufa. 
Mey. Talk not of Arethufa! She, I know, 
Would fain get rid of her той precious bargains 
She is for fofter dalliance; fhe has got 
A cherub, a young Hylas, an Adonis ! 
Pha, What mean you? 
Mg. She, good faith, has her Bellario ! 
A boy—abour eighteen—a pretty boy ! 
Why, this is he that muft, when you аге wed, 
Sit by your pillow, like a young Apollo, 
Sing, play upon the lute, with hand and voice 
Binding your thoughts in Йсер. She does provide him 
For you, and for herfelf. 
Pha. Injurious Megra! 
Oh, add not thame to 













! To roba lady 
an heinous fin, 
h falfe as hell, 
*Twill never he redeem'd, ift be fown d 
Amongt the people, fruitful to increafe 
AIL evil they fhall hear. 
Mig. It thall be known: 
“Nay, more, by Heav'n, "ris true! a thoufand things 
Speak it beyond all contradiction true. 
Obferve how brave the keeps him : how he Rands 
Wer ever at her beck, There's not an hour, 





female privacy, 
; and in open court, 
ез hold ſolt difcourfe together. 
this? Think you fhe's content 
im? Ф Ж 
it but appear, 
pay the wanton with this firipling, 
as well as Sicily, fhall know 
Her toul dithonour. I'll difgrace her firk, 
"Then leave her to her hame. 
Meg. You are refolv'd ? 
Pha, Мой conftantly. 
Meg. The гей remains with me. 
I will produce fuch proofs, that the ſhall know 
1 did not ieave our country, and degrade 
Our рап) honour and nobility, 
"Го fand a mean attendant in her chamber, 
With hoodwink'd eyes, and finger on my lips, 
, What I have feen, ГИ fpeak ; what known, proclaim ; 
Her йогу Фа! be general as the wind, 
And бу аз аг. I willabour it firaight. 
Ex, gei news from me, Pharamond, Farewel. [Exit 
"True ог not true, one way Î like this wells 
For I fufpect the Princefs loves me not- 
If Медта? charge prove malice, ber own ruin 
Мий follow, and I'm quit of her for ever. 
But if fhe makes faípicions truths ; or if, 
Which were as deep confufion, Arethufa 
Difdain’d our proffer'd union, and Philaíler 
Stand foremolt in her heart, let Megra's charge 
‘Wear but the femblance and the garb of truth, 
"They thall afford me meafure of revenge. 
I will look on with an indi eye, 
Prepar'd for either fortune ; or to wed, 
If the prove faithful, orrepolfe her алу. КД 
SCENE, the Prifence Chamber, 
Enter Dion, Cleremont, Thraliline, Megra, and Galatea, 
Dion. Come, ladies, fhall we talk a round ? 
Gal. "Tis late. 
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ў Enter Pharamond, ~ е 
Tira. The Prince! $ 


_ Pha. Not a-bed, ladies! You're good fitters up, 1. 
What think you of a pleafant dream, to laf ' 


‘TM morning? » U 
Enter Arethufa and Bellario. 


Are. "Tis well, ту Lord; you're courting of ladies. 
Is’t not late, gentlemen ? 
Cle, Yes, Madam. 
Are, Wait you there. [Exit Arethufa, 
Meg. She's jealous, as L live! Look you, my Lord, 
The Princefs bas a boy. 
Pha, His form is "like. 
Dion. Serves he the Princeís ? 
Sra. Yes: 
Dion. "Tisa fweet boy. 
Руа. Ladies all, good гей, I mean to kill a back 
‘To-morrow morning, ere you've done your dreams. 
Exit Phar. 
Mig. All happinefs attend your Grace. Gentlemen, 
Gal. All good night. [goo Я 
[Exeunt Gal. and Meg. 
Dion. May your dreams be true to you, 
What (рай we do, gallants? "Tis late. The King 
Is up Rill. Sec, he comes, and Arethufa 
With him. 
Enter King, Arethufa, and Guard, 
King. Look your intelligence be true. 
Are, Upon my life, it is. And Ido hope 
Your Hi fs will not tie me to a man, 
Thatin the heat of wooing throws me off, 
And tukes another, 
Dion. What fhould this mean ? 
Жар Tf it be true, 
"That lady had.much better have embrac'd 
Cureleís difeafes. Ger youto your гей, 
[Ехсия! Are, and Bel, 
You Фай be righted. Gentlemen, draw near. 
"Haile, fome of vou, and cunningly difcover 
If Megra be in her lodging. 
Cie. Sir, 1 
She parted hence but now, with other ladies, 
Kings 
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ad you BU 
But he that шай be mine, and wrong my daughter? 

By all the gods! ай theie, and all the court 

Shall hoot thee, and break fcurry jefls upon thee, 

Mac n — fearthy —— walls, 

Meg. 1 dare, mı your heotin, your clamotrt, 
Your private wipe, —* ur гае аб 
Сап по more vex ту fou!, than this bafe carriage, 
‘The pcor deftruction of a lady’s honour, 

‘The publithing the weaknefs of a woman. 
But I have vengeance yet in Йоге for fome, 
Shall, ia the оппой (сот you can have of me, 
Be joy and nourifhment. ^. 

King. What means the wanton? 

in your hame ? 

‘Meg. 1 will have fellows, 
Such tellows in't, as fhall make noble mirth, 
The prncetie yout dear daughter, fall ftand by me, 
On walls, and fung in ballads, any thing. 

King. My daughter ! 

Mg. Yes, your daughter, Arethufa, 
The glory of your Sicily, which I, 
A firanger to your Баден, laugh to (согпа 
Skee er ате, and will difcover ай; 
"Nay, will dithonour ber. 1 know the boy 
She keeps, a handfome boy, about eighteen: 
* Know what ће does with bim, and where, andwhen.") 
Соте, Sir, you put me to a woman's madnefs, х 
"The glory of a fury. 1 

King. What boy's this 

Mig. Alas, роса minded Prince! ; 
You know not трее things : I will make them plaine , 
I will not fall atone; what 1 have koown , 
Shall baas publicasa print : all tongues 
Shall fpcak it, as they “= Tanguage they 

3 
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Are bom in, as free and commonly: ГИ fet it t 

Like a gious ftar, forall to gazeat; 2. A 

‘And that fo high and glowing, other realms, seme à 

pe and far, shall read it there; and then = . 

M the fall or your fair princeís too. [Erin 

King. Has the a boy ? T 
Cle. So, pleafe your grace, I've feen 

iA boy wait on her, a fair boy. 
King. Away; 1'4 be alone, Go, get you to your 

quarters. (Ехент, 
Manet King. 

You gods, І fee, that who unrighteoufly 

Holds wealth or fate from others, fhall be eurit 

In that which meaner men are Мей withal ; 

Ages to come fall know no male of him 

Left to inherit, and his name fhall be 

Blotted from earth. If he have any child, 

It fhall be crofsly match'd. —— themfelves 

Shall fow wild fife between her lord and her ; 

Ог fhe (hall prove his curfe who gave her being. 

Gods! if it be your wills But jn can I 

Lock to be heard of gods, who muft be juft, 

Praying upon the ground I hold by wrong ? [Exi 


1 
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ACT Ш. 
SCENE, The Court 
Enter Philafter. 


PuirAsTER. 
H, that I had a fea 
Within my breaft, to quench the fire I feel ! 
More circumflances will but tan this fire. 
1: more afficts me now, to know by whom 
"This deed is done, than fimply that "tis done. 
Woman, frailfex! the Es. that are let loofe 
From the four feveral corners of the earth, 
And fpread themfelves all over fea and land, 
Kif not a chafte опе! Taken with her boy ! 


ing freth and fat ; 

ter of the {prings as fweet 

finding no fart in Пеер, 
man Sce, fee, you gods, 

" [Seeing Bellario at a djffanct, 

He walks НИ and the face you let him wear 
When he was innocent, is ftill the fame, 
Not blafted, Is this juftice? Do you mean 
"Tointrap mortality, that gon allow 
Treafon fo fmooth a brow 






Enter Bellario. 
1 cannot m 
"Think be is guilty. 
Bel. Health — my Lord! 
"The princefs dorh commend her love, her life, 
And this unto you, [Gives a letter, 
РЫ. Oh, Bellario! 
Now I perceive the loves me; fhe does fhew it 
In loving thee, my boy ; fh'as made thee brave. 
Bel. My Lord, ће has attired me paft my with, 
Рай my defert; more fit for her attendant, 
‘Though far unfit for me, who do attend. 
Phi. Thou art grown courtly, boy. O, let all women, 
cadia 


‘That love black deeds, learn to diffemble here ! 
Here, by this paper the does write to me, 
Asif her heart were mines of adamant 
"Го all the world befides ; but, unto me 
A maiden (now that melted with my looks. 
"Tell me, my boy, how doth the princefs ufethee? 
For I (hall gueís her love to me 5 thar, 
Bel. Scarce like her fervanr, but as if I were 
Something allied to her, or had preferv’d 
Her life three times by my fidelity : 
As mothers fond do ufe their only fons 5 
As Га ufe one that's left unto my чый, 





Bel. Why, the tell me, the will стой my youtly 
With all her loving fecrets ; and doéscall те 
Her pretty fervant; bids me weep no more 
For leaving you; he'll fee my fervices 
Rewarded ; and fuch words of that foft га, 
That Г ат nearer weeping when fhe ends 
"Than "ere the (раке. 
Phi. This is much better Mill. 
Ва. Are you not ill, my Lord? 
Phi, Ш! No, Bellario. 4 
Rel. Methinks your words 
Fall not from off your tongue fo evenly, 
Nor is there in your looks that quietnefs, 
‘That I was wont to fee. 
Phi, Thou art deceiv'd, boy + 
And fhe flroaks thy head ? 
Bel. Yes. 
Phi. And does clap thy checks? 
Bel, She does, my Lord. 
Pbi. And the does kifs thee, boy? ha! 
Bel. How, my Lord ! 
Pii. She kifies thee? 5 
Bel, Not fo, my Lord. 
Phi, Come, come, I know бе does, 
Bel. No, by my life. 
Pbi, Why, then, the does not love me, Come, fhe does, 
Ibade ber doit; I charg'd her by all charms 
Of love between vs, by the hope of 
We thould enjoy, to yield thee all delights. 
"Tell me, gentle boy, 
Тое ni рай compare? Ts not her breath 
Sweet as Анан winds, when fruits ace ripe? 
Ts the not wi ао mine of joy? 
Bel. Ay, now Lice why my difturbed thoughts 
Were fo perplex’d, When firit I went to her, , 
My heart hel f augury ; you аге abus'd ; 
Some villain has abus'd you: Ido fee 
‘Whereto you tend. Fall rocks ирод his bead, 
Å 4 That 








As As T would with her? ym — 
Bel, M; |, you did miftake the fent; 
Had ће afn that way, bid from the —— 
Beyond the name of fin, I would not aid 
Her bafe defires ; but what I came to know 
As fervant to her, I would not reveal, 
То make my life latt a 
Pi 


Oh, my heart 

Th а falve worfe than the main difeafe. 
"Tell me thy thoughts; for 1 will know the leaft 
‘That dwells и pe mu rip thy heart 
‘To know it; ll fee thy ts as 
As I donow th — 
shew bis hi y" ) by he gods, 

е is (for ought dem " 
As chaite as ice ; but ед foul as * 
And ] did know it thus, the breath of ki 
The of fwords, tortures, nor bulls 
Should draw it from me. 

Pbi. Then it is по time 
‘To dally with thee; I will take = life, 
For 1 do bate thee ; 1 cou'd curfe thee now. 

Bel, li you do hate, yov could | — 
The gods have nota punithment in flore. 
Greater for me, than is your bate, 

Phi. Fie, fie! 

ng and fo diffembling ! Tell me when. 

p^ me thou didit. her, or let plagues 
Fallon me ftrait, if I deftroy thee not! 

Ва. Незуа knows, I never did: and when I lie | 
То fave my life, may I live long and loarh'd ! 
Hew me afunder, and, whilit [cao think, 
ТЇЇ love thofe pieces you have cut amy 
Better than thofe that grow; and kifs choſe limbs, 
Becaufe you made them fo. 





Pbi, 


mcg 


, " ти 


Ри PHILASTER 


Phi, Fear’ft thou not death ? = “wa 
Can boys contemn that ? — 
Bel. Oh, what boy ishe "x 
Can be content to live to be a man, 
"That fees the Бей of men thus paflionate, 
"Thus withour reafon ? ‚ 
Phi. Oh, but thou дой not know 
What "iis to die. 
Bel. Yes, 140 know, my Lord = 
"Tis leñ than to be born ; а lafling сер, 
A quiet refting from ail jealoufy ; 
Aching we all purfue: 1 know, befides, 
It is but giving ovér of a game 
"That mutt be loft, 
Pbi. But there are pains, falfe boy, 
For ретуш? fouls; think but on thefe, and then. 
Thy heart willmelt, and thou wilt utrer all, 
jel, May they fall all upon me whilít Llive, 
If I be perjurld, or have ever thought 
Of that you charge me with + If I be falfe, 
Send me to fuffer in thofe punishments 
You {peak of; kill me. 
Phi. Oh, what fhou'd 1 do? 
Why, who can but believe him ? He does fwear 
Soearneftly, that if it were nottrue, 
"The gods would not endure him. Rife, Bellario + 
"Thy proteftations are fo deep, and thou 
Dol look fo truly, when thou utrereft them, 
"That though I know "ет falfe, as were my hopes, 
I cannot urge thee further: but thou wert 
"To blame to injure me, for I muñ love 
"Thy honeft looks, and take no vengeance on 
Thy tender youth. А love from me to thee 
Ts firm whate'er thou дой. It troubles me, 
‘That I have call'd the blood out of thy checks, * 
"That did fo well become them. Bur, goodboy, 
Let me not fee thee more: fomething isdone, 
That will diftraét me, that will make me mad, 
| If I behold thee; if thou tender'ft me, 
Let me not fee thee. > 
Bel, 1 will fy as far 
| Азесв morning, "сте I give diftafte 

















Ё 
Whatever thou бее) Oh, where fhall T 
Eafe my breaking heart? Nuture, too unkind, 
"That gave no medicine fora troubled mind! (Елф Phi 


SCENE, Arethufa’s Apartment, 


Exter Arethufa, 
Are. 1 marvel, my boy comes not back again, 
But that | know my love will queftion him 
Over and over ; how I Пере, wak'd, talk'd ! 
X I remembered him, when his dear nume 1 
Was latt fpoke ! * and how, when I figh'd, wept, fu 
And ten thoufand füch ! I fhould be м: aay. А 
Enter King. 
King. What, at your meditations! Who attends you? 
Are. None but my fingle (еМ; I need no guard ; 
Ido nb wrong, nor fear none. 
King. Tell me, have you not a boy ? 
"dre. Yes, Sir. 
King. Whatkind of. ? 
can A gaa matey ки 
King. A bandfome boy ? 
Are, I think he be nor nut 
Weil qualified, and dutiful, Í know him; 
I took him not for — 7 
King. Не fpeaks, ai , lays ? 
Же Yes, Sit, ЕА. 
King. About cighieen ? 
Are. 1 neverafk’d узре: + 








Letall that fall fucceed thee, for thy wrong, 
E tray cliaí о * "a. 
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And laugh'd оро де 

And EAN by? ? Dod h¥enow ik Шш 

Under this tyrant мол, that lan, xz 

Hears his fad bell, and (ces biem| 

Bear ali this bravely and тай fink .~ 

Undera woman's fallehood ? Oh, 

Thar curfed boy ! None buta villain boy, 

"To wrong me with! 

„fre. Nay, then I am betray'd; 

T feel the plot сай for my overthrow 5 

Oh, I am wretched 

F Phi? Now you mu. take that little right 1 have 
4 Tothis poor kiogdom : give it to your 

Forl Ула. y Some уе? 

Where never womank'nd durf fet her foot, 

For buriting with her poifons, muf I feck, 

And live to curfe you : 

‘There dig a cave, and preach to birds and beats 

What woman is, and help to fave them from you, 

How heav'n is in your eyes, butin your hearts 

More hell chan he has; how your tongues, like fcorpions, 

Both heal and dps how your thoughts are woven 

With thoufand changes in one fubtle web, 

And worn fo by you. How that fooliíh man, 

‘That reade the йогу of a woman's face, 

And dies believing it, is loft forever. 

How all th® good you have is but a fbadow, 

Til’ morning with you, and at night behind you, 

Рай and forgotten. How yourvows are froft, 

Fah for a night, and with the next fun gone. 

How you are, being taken all together, 

А mere confufjon, and fo dead a chaos, 

That love cannot aiding, 2АЙ iden. 
Itl my at hour, lam utter of you. 

So farewol all my woe, sl my deli, ще 
a _ Are, Be merciful, ye pods, and 

MI ecl dere dts? Make my lal 
f — — that the world, _ 

si noma 
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=i Say looks now! 
Boe thou fpak'ft, 
Mis: loi te make lies, 
; thy Lord and thou 
1e 9j ofa maid 
p “cT paffion ; but the conqueft is 
‘othing fo great аз wicked. Fly away, 
Let my command force thee to rhat, which hame 
Should до withoutir. If thou und 
The loathed office thou haft undergone, 
Why, thou wouldft hide thee under heaps of bijs, 
Left men fhauld dig and find thee. 
‘Bel, Oh, whargod. — - 
Angry with men, hath fent this Йгапре difeafe 
Into the nobleft minds ? Madam, this grief 
You add unto me is no more than drops 
To feas, for which they are not {ееп to fwell ; 
My lord hath ftruck bis anger through my heart, 
And let out all the hope of future joys ; 
You need not bid mc fly; 1 come to part, 
"To take my lateft leave. 
1 durfl not run away in honefty, 
From fuch a lady, like a boy that fiole, 
Ог made fome grievous fault. Farewel! The gods 
АЙ you in your fuff'rings ! Hafty time 
Reveal the truth ro your abufed lord, 
And mine ; that he Мау know your worth! Whilft I 
ies ore Seat aie) earn [Brit 
Are, Peace guide thee ! baft overthrown meon, | 
Yet, if I had another heaven to lofe, 
‘Thou, ar another villain, with thy looks, 
Might talk me out of it. 


Ester « Lady. L4 і 
Lady. Madam, the King hant, and calls for 
ith earnefinefs. ^ ` 













PW I 


Are, T attend him, 


Diana, if thou canft rage with a maid, 4 

‘Aswith aim по did n5 

pend OE. Roo mien ied — 
1 may die purfu'd hounds, 
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РнігғзТЕА, ч с 
УН, that I had been nourith’d in thefe Woods, 7— 
With milk of goats, and acorns, and not known. 
‘The right of crowns, nor the diffembling trains 
Of women's looks; but digg i myfelfa cave, 
* Where J, my fire, my cattle, and my bed, 
+ Might have been [нї together im one fhed ;” 
And then had taken me fome mountain girl, _ 
Beaten with winds, сВайс as the harden'd rocks 
Whereop the dwells; that might have firew’d my bed 
With leaves, and reeds, and with the kins of Бевз 
Ovr neighbours; * and have borne at her Lig bread 
* My large coarfe Мое!" This had been а Ше - 
Free trom vexation! 
Enter Bellario. 

Bel, Oh, wicked теп! , 
An innocent may walk fufe among beafis : 
Nothing affaults me here, Sce, my griev'd lord 
Looks as his foul were fearching out the way 
To leave his body. Pardon me, that той. 
Break thro’ thy fat command ; for muf {peak ; 
You, that are griez'd, can риу; hear, my. 

Pbi, Is there a creature per fo miferable, 
"Thi Leon риу? 4 

Bel, Oh, my noble Lord, 
‘View my frange fortune, and beftow.on me, 
According to your bousty (if my fervice 
Can ment nothing) fo much —— 

о keep that little piece I hold of. 

‘rom cold and hunger. ^ 

Phi. Is it thou? * Begone !? 

Go, feli thofe mifbefeeming cloaths thou wear'ft, 


н And feed thy ef with 1 € 
блу сос ped leo рй “аа 
"Toteuch fuch gay things, " 








we 
gue untry'd for me? 
d look'd'ít, and fpok'it, when firit 


0 curfe on tfe time! It thy 
'ommanding tears can work on any othet, 
Ufeıhy old art, I'll not betray it. Which 
Way wilt thou take, that I may fun thee? for 
Thine eyes are poifon unto mine; and I 
Am loth to grow in rage. This way, or that way ? 
Bel, Any will ferve. Bot I will chufe to have 
That path inchace that leads unto my grave. 
{ Exeunt feverally, 
Enter Dion and the Woodmen. 
Dion. This is the ftrangeft fudden ‘chance! You, 
woodman !. A 
1 Wood. My Lord Dion." 
Dion. Saw you a lady come this way en a fable horfe 
fludded with tfars of white? 
2 Wood. Was ће not young ‘and tall ?* 
Dion. Yes. Rode the to the wood, or to the plain? 
2 Wood, Faith, my Lord, we faw none. (Esrwar Woods 
Dion. Pox of your queftions then ! 
Enter Cleremont. 
What, is бе found ? г 
Cle. Nor will be, I think. "There's already а thou- 
fand fatherlefs tales amongfl us ; fome fay, her horfe ma 
away with her; fome, a wolf purfued her; others, it 
кеңе plot узу bes Paria men were focn йу 
the wood: but, rode away willingly. à 
Enter King and тагара TA 
King. Where ivithe ? 
Cle. Sir, I cannot tell, 












qr Неон intr? » 
ir, where the is. я 
— 5s 
King. You have 'd me, you have let me lofe 
The jaret of my Ble. Go, bridg her me, т 
And fet her bert before mg lite King Lath’ 
Will have it fo, Аш! wBot are w= kingi? 
=e D; Why. 









Believe we hold withia Д 

And when we come to try. the: — 

‘There's nova leat Вацов our thir в 

1 have finn’d, "tis truc, and r d; 

Yet would not thus be punih’ 

Entr ыы, and Galatea. 
King. What, is the found? 
Pha. No, we have ta'en her horfe. ` 

He gallop'd den y by; there is {оте treafon : 

You, Ga with her into the wood ; why — 
Gal. She d did command me, [her ? 
King. You'reali cunning to obey us for our hurt; 

Bur 1 will have her, 

Run all, difperfe yourfelves. ; the mao that finds her, 

Or (е fhe be kill'd) the traitor ; ГП make him great. 
Pha. Come, let us feek. 

King. Each man a feveral-way у here I myfelf. 


Ез. 
SCENE, Asher Part of tbe Wand, С 


Enter Arethufa. 
Are, Where am I now ? Feet, find me outa way, 
Without the counfel of my troubled head; 
ТИ follow you boldly about thefe woods, 
O'er mountains, thorough brambles, pits, and floods : 
Heaven, 1 hope, willeafe me. I am fick. 
Enter Bellario. 
" Yonder's m į heav'n knows, I want nothii 
эме 1 do not vit tese; yet —— d 
Will try her charity. O hear, plenty, - 
And fits that owl ore, def — prod fee, 
"The lively red is gone to guard her heart ; er 
3 fear, fhe fines. "Madame look ups MN ыы, 
* Open once more thofe rofy twins, and feed 
Unto my Lord, your latett farewel ; Oh, fhe irs : 
How is it, Madam ? Speak fome comfort. 
Are, "Tis not gently done, 
To miis ima miferable life, 
there ; атан - LM 
е4 ль f , ak 
ау. 








Eater 
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[good gods, 
Oh, monfirous аля them, ‘Tempe me not, yegods ĩ 
‘Fempt‘not a frajlmap ! whar's,be, that has a heart, 
But be mutt eafe и here ? 

Bel. My Lord, help the Princefs. 

Are. Lam well, forbear. 

Let me love lightning, let me be embrac'd 
kife'd by fcorpions, or adore th eure 
Ot bafititks, eren рчы truft the ton, 

Of hell-bred women ! Some good look down, 
And thrink thefe veins ир; flick me here a fone, 
Lafting to ages in the memory 
Of «bis damn'd a&! Hear me, you wicked ones ! 
You have put bills of fire into this breatt, 
Not to be quench'd with tears; for which may guilt. 
Siton your Богота! at your meals, and beds, 


m ir await you! What, before my face ? 
of afps between your lips! Difeafes 
iim. 


Bersted es! Nature make a curfe, 
And throw it on you ! 

Are, Dear Philafter, leave 
To be enrag4d, and hear me. 

Pbi, Lhave done : 

Forgive my pafon, Not the calmed fea, 

up his windy brood, 

boo than Г. Т make yon know it, 
Dear Arethufa, do but take this fword, a 
And fearch how temperate a heart 1 baye ; — л, А 
оа нишан, ПИ — ak | 
In fin, ! without controul, ‘hous Ваа 1 | 





л 





чо do, 

Are, If my fortunes be fo food to let me fall 
Upon thy hand, I fball have peace in делай, 

‘Yer tell me this, will there be по flanders, — " 
No jealoufies in the other world, no ili there ? 

Pbi. None. 

Are. Shew me then the way. 

Pi. Then guide 
My feeble hand, you that have ^r to do it ! 

ForI mutt perform a piece of juítice. 1f your youth 
Haveany way offended heav'n, let pray'rs 
Short and effectual reconcile you ro it. 

Enter a. Country. Fellow. 

Coun, Vil fee the King if he be in the Гогей; I have 
hunted him thefe two hours; if I fhould come home 
and not fee him; my filers would laugh at me. 
"There's a courtier with his {word drawn, by this hand, 
upon a woman, I think. 

‘Are. 1 am prepar'd. 

Phi. Are you at peace? 

Are. With heav'n aud earth, 

Phi. May they divide thy foul and body ! 

Coun, Hold, daftard ! offer to (lrike a woman ! 


[Preventing bint, 
Phi, Leave us, good friend, 
Are. What iil-bred man art thou, thus t@intrude thy- 
* Upon our private fports, our recieations felf 
Coun. 1 —— not; but [know the thee 
wou'd have hurt you. 
РЫ, Purfoe thy own affairs; it will be ill fone to. 
p ‘blood upon my head, which’ thou wilt force 
Cour. I know not your rhetorick ; but I can lay it on, 
if you offer to *ouch the woman. 
Phi. Slave, take what thou deferv'ft. [They fight. 
‘Are, Heav'os guard my Lord ! 
Ва. Unmanner'd bobr !—my Lord !—— 
Tntetpofing, is wounded, 
Phi, T hear the tread — am hurt. 
"The gods take part againft me, cou'd this boor — 
е 





. а 
Pha. What art thou? к 
Coun, Almost kill'd I am for a foolith woman ; a knave 
would have hurt her, 
Pha. The princefs, gentlemen ! 
Dion. "Tisabove wonder ! Who fhould dare do this ? 
Pha. Speak, villain, who would have hurt the Prin 
Conn. Is it the Princefs ? (сев? 
Dion. Ау. 
Coin. "Then I have feen fomething yet. 
Pha, But who would have hurt her? 


Coun. 1 told you, a rogue; 1 ae et faw him before, І. - 


Pha. Madam, who was it? 
‘Are. Some dithonelt wretch ; 
Alas! I know him por, and do forgive bim. 
Coun, Неъ hurt himfelf, and foundly too, he cane 
not go far; I made my father's old fox fly about his ears, 
Pha, How will you have me kill him ? 
Are, Not at all, 
Tis fome diftra ed fellow, 
1f you do take him, bring him quick to me, 
Aud will fody fora pumibment, 
Great as his fault. 
Pha. 1 will, 
Are. Bor mei RUM 
Pha, By all my love, , 
Woodmen, conduét the реса tothe King, 3 
And bear that low unto dreffing + 


Come, we'll follow the chace clofe.. i 
St Fits, Are: Pha, Dion. Cle. rd. and содда, 


Coun, 1 pray you, friend, let me fee the King. 


Wed, That you hall, and. thanks, 
cfr hase a ti Тр fe no more gay 3 
13. 
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With lofs of blood 

Aheavinets near д — 
And I mutt Пеер: Ус 
For ever, if thou wi — 
"Let me unworthy prefs 


1 rather were a corfe firew'd over with убо, 
"Than quick above you. * Dulnefs shuts mine eyes, 
© And Lam giddy. ОМ! thatI could tke. 
So found а Пеер, that I might never wake, _ 
Enter Philater. - S 
Phi. 1 have done ill ; my conference calls me falfe, 
What ftrike at her, that would pot ftrike at me! 
When I did fight, methought, 1 heard er pray 
s Я 


* , The gods to guard me. She may be abu" 


And Ia loathed villain. If the be, 
She’ll not difcover me; the flave has wounds, 


* And cannot follow, neither knows he me. 


Who's this? Beliario fleeping ! If thou beeft 
Guilty, there is no jultice that thy беер 
Should be fo found; and mine, whom thou haft wfong'd, 
So broken. 
„Ва. Whois there? My Lord Philafter! 
^ M сту withing 
Hark ! You are purfu'd; fly, fly my Lord! and fave 
Yourfclf. 
Phi. How's this! would'ft thou I fhould be fafe ? 
Bel, Elfe were it vain for metolive. Oh, feize, 
My Lord, this offer'd means of your efeape | 
The Princefs, I am fure, will ne'er reveal you ; 
"They have no mark to know you, but your wounds ; 
I, coming in betwixt the boor and you, 
Was wounded too. To йау the lofs of blood 
] did bind on this fcarf, which thus 
I tear away. Fly! and ‘twill be believed 
Twat 1 affail'd the Princefs. 
Pdi, O heavens ! 
What hat — ы-у = true tò me ? 
Bel. Ordet me perith loath'd ! Come, my Lord, 
Creep in ai Thofe bufbes. Who doen loas 
But that the LET your much-lov'á breath ? 
Phi. Oh, 1 бай die for grief! Wiat wilt thon do? 
Bel. Shift for myfelf well : peace, I hear’em — 








Or I fhail perit ! 
jum This ishe, my Lord, 
Upon my foul, айа "4 бес; 3 "tis the boy, | 
it wicked boy, that ferv'd her. 
Pha. Oh, thou wretch ! 
What саш could’ thou аре 
"То hurt the Princefs? 
Bel. Then I am betray'd. 
Dion. Betray'd! no, apprehended, 
Bd. 1 — 


Urge it no more, tha! реше thoughts, 


1 fet upon her, and е my aim 
Her death. For charity, let fall at once 
‘The punifhment you mean, and do not load 
"This weary flefh with tortures! 

Pha. Twill know ч 
Who bir'd thee to this deed. | 

Bel, My own revenge, 

Pha. Re (xod ? 

Ва. И pleas'd а to See 
Maas her page enw when my fortunes ebb’d, 
‘That men ftrid o'er them carelefs, fhe did thower 
Her welcome graces on me, and did {well 
My tortunes, till they overflow. 4 their banks, 
Threa''ning the men thatcroft dA еы as ва 
As florms arife at fea, fhe tura'd her. 
То burning funs upon me, а 
те Ятеапи fhe had beflow'd, leavi 


Beatle pens ada El 





- 







я — 


Cle. наги 


Dion. И the Lord Philafter. 
Phi. "Tis not the treafure of all kings in one, . 
"The wealth of Тариз, nor the rocks of pearl 
‘That pave the court of Ne рише, can weigh dowa 
That virtue. ltr was I aflail'd the Princefs, 
pe me, fome god, upon a pyramid, 
er than hills of earth, and lend a voice * 
on as your thunder to me, that from thence 
T may difcourfe to all the under-world 
"The worth that dwell; in him ! 
al" How's this? 
‘Bel. My Lord, (өте man 
Weary of life, that would be glad to die. 
Ры. Leave thefe untimely courtefies, Bellario, 
Bel. Alas! Бе? тай; come, will you lead me on? 
Ри. By althe osths that men ought moft to keep, 
And gods do punith moft, when men do break, 
He touch’d her пог. Таке heed, 
How thou дой drown the virtues thou Най Mown, 
T — „Ву By all that’s good, "twas I; 


betwixt me and my right, 
— Thy а рази 
Cle. Ix was PI 
Dp. IU cuta de peri t. 


Well, Sirs, I fear me, wearé all десет. 
Phi. Have I по friend hére? — — 
Dion, Yes. E p 
v tn obi. "hen thew it; fone à 
A ‘Good body lend а hand to draw us neater 
ou have театв (Нед for you when you die? 
Sas gend on kie эд, that diede = > 
aes Imay 








Race carth bore. Can it 
‹ m зыш. 1 
>* То ы ун у. 2 n^ hew it m 
+ Ар then forget me. An 
27% I fall deliver words will 
р beafts, to fp 

а Alas, my Lord, 
4 your 
+ ‘Tis bara 
Should elie you fhould then ot 

* Virtue and honour; and, when that day comes, m r 
-4 TE ever I (ай clofe iheſe eye⸗ ынын PA 
RETE Te a fociis = 

wafle my limbs to 

* Are. And 1 (the wı 
+ Fore’d with my hands 
* Do by the honour of 
Tent по hours 

* Ри. me 

tear а 
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MT OYATES in the Character of VIRGINIA. 


Forthi? love, pel b ll, tam a Koman. 
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EARL AND COUNTESS OF COVENTRY, | 


THIS TRAGEDY, 
IN GRATEFUL ACKNOWLEDGMENT 
OF THEIR 
JOWERIUL PROTECTION AND “FAVOUR, 
ˆ ys INSCRIBED, > 
BY THEIR MOST OBLIGED, 
si. ° 
MOST OBEDIENT HUMBLE SERVANT, 


THE AUTHOR. 








rPROLOGUSE 


Written and fpsken by Mr. С лаваск,  __ 


—— lile + 
Prom een 


"Tis eringin [мр frag te "УЖ 
When Dodd — 
So thinks our Чё, + affe ното, 
Preferves 100 much tbe buchram of the 
Lord, Sir! faid Дуан audience * —* 
And, lady-like, with artery ређа; } 
They naufeare fellows that are blunt and rude. 
Authors Дон learn to dance, as swell as write 
Dance at my time of life! Zounds, what a figh ! } 
Grown genilemen ("tis advertis'd) do learh by night. 
Your modern prologues, and fach whims as rfi 
‘The Greeks ne'er knew—turn, turn to PA 
І read no Greek, Sir—when Iwas at fe 
Terence bad prologues; Terence «раз no +8 
He bod; but тоду? — Tage) 
Esotici, тот, bad уе}? the Дере, | } 
Bat we bave none, inthis га рбет’ аре? 
Your Britons now, from gallery to Де 
Can те! nought, but p Atticwit, d 
Hort, take my play, | meant it for infrudion; 
rhymes are conning for its introduéiton, } 
"en let thas monfenje be your own produttion, 


F Јрсаћ as manager, and your obedient, М 
Jas your cat'rer, рш provide you diffes, 
Drefi'd to your palates, а — 






таз 5 
„уеге tir’d with boil and roaf at beme, { 


» can fend for niceties from Rome ; га 
will mor pairs ~ 
МЕ; Ран pai — 


ry fatima "gt 


again, 
ا‎ r ah ht тосе two ; 
Ең) both, yit fp 4 E Wot 
1 "Go one at ea yow afa fa 
A female айз it, can a pati — 
Should you indulge our * novice, yet anfeen, 
— Jer bands a tragic quee 
єй 








ADVERTISEMENT, 


HE Author cannot fuffer this to be pub- 
lifhed, without —— obligations he 4 

is under to Mr, Garrick, not only his ly рег. 
formance in і that is new) | 


and for his prol —— which have met with 
univerfal зрна , but likewife for his friendly advice, 
by which the play is certainly rendered much more dra- 
matic than it waseat = By ence cat fome 
patfages are reftored in the printing, which were 

in the reprefentation. The reader, perhaps, may excu 
this (тай addition to the length of the fcenes ; but with 
the fpectator, brevity will atone for a number of de- 
fein. Cibber, in particular, and the other perform 

тз, Cibber, in ular, the otl 

in general, бош bave tbe author's thanks, for the d 
забие they have done him, did not the applaufe of the 
town make any thing that he could fay unneceflary. . , 
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A» 


MEN. 


ixt,, chief of the Decemeirs, Mr. Мейр. 
— a —— Mr, Garrick. 


Lucius Icilixs, а young plebeian, late tri- 


bunc of the people, Mc. Refs. 
Cains, „a dependant on іма, Mr. Davies, 
aereature of Claudius, Mr. Mozeews 
Beaten Popes, Mz, Clough. 
ча 
ee WOMEN. 
Wirginia, деби d. o тм, Mrs. Cibber, 
Meta, Mario hein, ^." .—— Mn. Oras 


Plautia, Virginia зеш | ‘and governels, Mrs, Beonet, 
Е Guards; Дог, attendants, 69с. 
“SCENE, ROME. 
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АСТ г 
SCENE, ал Apartment in Claudius's Hou/e in Кото: 
^ 
Enter Claudius and Rufus. 


Cravoivs. 
UFUS, didt mark Vii їлїш, with what fcorn 
Hed Жай PEE his gates but now? 


Ruf. Old ntic dreams of Rome and glory, 
Have turn’ Pindar baie 3 

Sand Saw'ft thou e дене 
‘With what impetuous hafte г 
He iffued forth n ^p 

Ruf. What is s die caufe ? 

Claud, А fümmons х 
Is juft arriv'd, that calls bim to the camp ; м 
A battle is expected ev'ry hour. + 


?Tis lucky, and will favour the defign e 
Of our Decemvir on his — daughter, 
У E This гаћ purfuit of a — stad, 
af, 
Employ his pow'r——1 tremble, at the thought ! 
КЕ is ador'd throughoüt the — 
His filver hairs, his honour, his —— 
Would бге all Коте. We muft — 
To turn him from fo deſperate а courfe. 1 
Claud, lmpofüble and vain !—His pafiions 
Mock all controul. Of that no more. ` I teil chee, 
No choice is left, but to contrive the means 
"To footh her to his arms. 
‚ Ruf. То {ооф her, Claudius 
know"ft the is Scat $ “aayy with fondne(s ub 





ill have fome fatal end. Should Appius 


= 


ШЕТУ — 
| 


ЕЭ VIRGINIA 
loves people's darling, 16 3 
чесе ferv'd them as Tribune,’ 


СО Claud, Hard it feems, yet not impoffible ; 
һау” in charge to make th’ attempt at Ісай 
"Without delay. 
Raf. What, while the hot Centurion 
Remains in Rome? 
Claud. He is fet forth already 

From his own gates, and now, within few minutes, 
‘Will turn his back on Rome, His pride and honour 
vex —— — ey 

в danger th glory to be won. 
TV. uen pr afe — 
— илэн i руй rr rm a 
Perhaps with conqueft and doubly arm’ 
With мг t' oppofe us. x 

Е It can ne'er fücceed. 


Cland. Could we prevail but on my бйег Marcia 


"She is Virginia's trufted friend — She might 
Work s mifchief ! 
Ref. Marcia! gen'rous Marcia! 
Will fhe combine in fuch dark practices? 


{The jarring elements as foon would wim 
"Their contraries ! 
Claud. Whats каш fhe lov'd 


Сава. И both my eyes.and ears 
Deceive me not, she’s deeply wounded, Rufus 
Ruf. Vmallamaz'd'! Ш this be io 
Cland, Ay, Rufus, - 
MEE Bin he Genie mk eiii and howe? 
Let trufty nature and warm рабов work 
In woman's bréaft ——1 afk no more—— Tis trae, 
И founds well, —— — 
But it weighs little, < 


^d her. - è 
жуы you try’ yat 


VIRGINIA LU 


Claud. Some diftant bints eii 
элче ald of Appius marrage with Carp, v * 


And blam’d the rigid edi&t thar forbids ~> 
Patrician and plebeian blood to mix. 
My was tofound her; for thou know Е 
Her birth is of the nobleft; but Icilius 
Is of plebeian race. 
Raf. How heard ве this? 
Claud. With filent, deep attention; buthereyes, 
And her emotion, told me all within--— 
sy vicio кее . Lo Rufus; hate 
o Appius; tell him, that 10 
Obedience to hiswill; and uibs Form 
Will let bim know th’ event, and wait his pleafure. 
(Ели Rufes; 
- Ете Marcia. 


Mar. 1 came not оп toi 
Your carneft gie tes T —* 
Claxd. Marcia, to thee 
My foul knows no referve ; but longs to thare 
Her troubles, hopes, and fears; esch rifing thought, 
Each weaknefs, and each want, with faithful Marcia, 
Mar. Thou feem'ft офа, ‘That brow, with care 
Denotes a ftorm within. (o'erclouded, 
Claud. Тоо truly guefs'd. 
‘Thy hid I want, thy counfel. Lerme tell thee 
The weight that my foul labours with. 
Mor. My brother, 
"Thy griefs are all my own ; and if the world 
Conrain a remedy, to рена . 
Til give my means, my life, my all, as freely- Î 
As fie [bes this f ا‎ 
Chud. Ob, Marcial > » aJ 
Virginia—lhe, the is the саше! - - ` 
Mar. Virginia! 





Claud. à 
. Shall 1 conceal t л 
From Claudius aught, I were to wrong his lore — 





oo look, to breathe а брћ, no more, 

"Clavd, But knows Virginia bis intent? — ^ 

Mar. She does not ; - | 
I only fent t’ intreat her to país hither. t 

Claud. Marcia, 1 do conjure thee, by the gods, 

By all thou hold'ft төй dear, attend and hearme! _ 
Prevent their meeting, break this fatal match, 

Ог Appius, ftung to э will commit 

Someact of defperation——Ob, "will fave 

Thy friends, thy brother, Appius, nay Virginia 

‘And Rome itfelf, perhaps, from inftant ruin ! ink, 

Mar. Ah, Claudius ! whither wouldft thoulead me ?— - 
"Think, what I owe to — and to honour. 

Claud, Honour commands all private ties should yield 
"То public -Wouldft thou ld our ftreets ` 
Aut Tier —* —* hcic Bladi" 

^s wave run 1 i 2 
Ha,civildifeord, Marcia ! » 

Mar, Gods, cut fhort 
Му thread of Ше, ere that dread hour arrives ! 

Claud, — like a horrid comet, 
Hangs o’erour heads, portending plagues, 

And gen'ral defolation to mankind ! 3 à 

Mar, Why дой thou tempt me with theíc fhapés of | 
"To my perdition ? I dare be un! 3 {terror ; 
Unhappy, butnot bate. Oh, my Virginia ! 

Companion of my youth! therender bandî 4 ә 

Of amity, that liak'd our infancy, 1 А 
Grew with our ; and pend wich ‘ont pesi, 23 
Shall I now the facred with treafon 2, cin 
22а 100—4 friend !—What havelíaid? — _ 


—Ah, Marcia ! would he were D a; 
— СД 
— Bre jose Арш еы 





т ss 
Saidít thou his Ti be d fill, — 
Claud. 


Diforder’d 4 ( 

Mar. Mutt pow life then. pay 
‘The purchafe of his love ? 

Claud, "Tis as I wifh'd —— g =. 
Can Marcia afk?—thould Appius’ Борез be blalled, 
"T'hink't thou he'd e'er endure a rival 
Should live to triumph o'er him, and poflefs 
"The prize he loft ?—To pierce Icius’ heart, ™ 
And glut his fierce Tren Appius would wade 
TEC SR Wk 

г. б 
Or Lam loft! * x [Wie 

Claud, Dillodge | this fatal image, 

Thar fills Virginia's break; make тоот for Appius). 
Тай me the time will come, when ev'n Icilius 

Shall thank rhy care, and blefs the hand that (av'd hij 
A more aufpicious love eri crown his withes, "e 
And kinder йаг fhall reign ! me 

Mar. 1 dare not, cannot 

Claud, Enough ——thou Бай decreed Icilius" fall, 

And ВИ mutt go to wreck. [Garage 
Mar. Dittraét me not! — ied 
Oh, йау! —— Шо’ 1 thould u to plead for Appius, 1 а 
What could I bope ?—Repulfé, reproach, * tame ' 

At once mala ot MEE - 

Сава. То 

Feeble and vain !. — ку Mio, —* 


шау prope 1 у 


магі) Ша т!» tet 


— 
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TIL] 
vi 








ж” 
rely а кет =з в. 
Claud. 





Hater a А 
же. The danghter of Virginie: is arri 
" — —— при the ques. t it Slave, 
Wow, Marcia, hear me. 
(Let me go forth to meet her, let me fete | 
"The blet occafion, and in fofteft terms 
Sooth her young bofom with th" illuftrious 
Her charms bave lil teli hier thou art ahlent 
Soon to return ——— She mutt not fee Icilius— 
Beware of that——leave me Wie. Appius — 
111 blazon out the рагу and at 
Of his bright fame, his dignity, and merit; 
J'll warm with love, or dazzle with ambition, 
Her heart, if it be caü in woman's mould : 
Marcia, farewell Ве conftant, aud remember, Y 
"Thy friends, thyscountry, all, demand this fervice ! 
(Exit Claudim, 
Mar. Thy country and thy friends demand this iere 
Ah, me! lhe little thinks what pafles here ! es 
(Striking ber reae 
What confiich 1 — what defpair ! — He litle knows 
‘The bufy, fecret {pring, that heaves unfeen 
‘Within this beating brcaft, and drives meon 
‘Todo a deed 1 —— Rctentleís, cruel love ! 
What ratage һай thou made within this Бобота f 
Which nature fafhion'd ia her eek mould, 
* And fitted it fortroth and genti 
But thou Бай ruin'd sIT тм — let iı в 
"Тук furies; and their horrid train vipon me 
Em Бай undone poor Marcia! ОБ Pielii! 
did Lever fee thy fatal form! 
Why 488 thou chuc me out to be'thy friend, 7, 





| Adal to me tbe story of thyflovey, - 
50 Warm from the heart !—the flame infréted me 
ao Anean y love and fortune, 


NL шат ш ирей bolts | 
EL i oa . 
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я Че; 
^ VIRGINIA — va 4 
SCENE, Tü вит Wu 

Enter 1 Virgini P aad Самы ае 

L. Fir. зрение а 








Саил ‘ 
Byan — from the Decemira, ~ ` 
The Li&tors have releas'd him. г 

L. Fir. Then "tis well a E 
T but delay’d my match fill he was — mm 


Bur by. the gods, this outrage touches nearly, 
Aad calls for quick. тейге — Our fenders 
"Thus wrbng'd for rifid; agin the caufe of liberty lene + 
Valerius filenc'd, and the brave Ногатбая ` - 
Condemn’d to ‘bonds and death ! - = 

Caius, "Tis now pretended, 
The сагаей іпгеге of the fente 
Ны obtuin'd this boon.” 

. Mean, fhallow art’! 

и ii is freed, their fears, and not 
Have loos'd his-chains! Their pem € T) 
They feel — —— 
Gathering in 
With their repeated —— — 
From their pale cheeks, till on their feat of judgment 
They trembled, Caius! Nay their —— 
But fee, where Appius comes, their chief a р 

Caius. Virginis, ` 
Retire—rempt not his rage—Your noble friend: 
Is оди timp demands your fervice now — 
Avoi ht: nor with your refence t ‘ 
‘The ГЕ к flames of үе Е С Че 

L. Fir. Shalt 1 fly 
From Appius ?—Hete Ul! flayand dave his wori * 
And if hi: brutal pride my um Y 

of my heart 


1 fwear, cv'n from ће 
T'il pour iton him t Ux » 
Jus Yet be calm ——— 
whos tad No more—— e 
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Qr Meminit 


A новах, } 


ipu 
united —* at length have 


Plor he agi di e rei Pk, N ond 
low its 
UN adhac elio 

219 pu церк АНЫ is life. 


"Th" imperial file of MAT 8 
Seem нар ен та eos tui ium ome 
When Appius thunders t 


4. ea ie maiya kans ИИЙ 1 * 








Kever'd, und Бопош”4 ; favour and diftingtion, 
Наке і puirfu'd'thy fepe, and бта thy virtues р 
чүн ‘pes ar Devemvirate ? 
Why fo mich care to fofter and fopport 
: Th* unruly ribes? 
Li Hire Bécaufe'] love mankind ; 
Aud th эт да enemy tò їттагї%. 
Ap. Call’ thou rbefe clods mankind ? thiogs made тот 
To be impell'd of check'd, goaded or curb'd, (ме, 
As higher fpirite dire ? 
wd. Fir, Кеете then, Appi 
‘The Koman рер, s there’ — ends, 
PPermired tors Pakage and т 
‘Then to be fleec'd,, * "d at thy 
sit Nor: ; Vit Я 













vary | IEA 


s L. Fir, — 
to rina К 
oti rese: 5 2 Мариса роз! c 
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YIRGINIA 


d 
ye your 
„ On thofe of —— your и 
‚ Ap. Ву Всан"пз, thou mov ik my 

Want yeyour Confuls, your (editious Tribunes, 
‘To drive th’ ungovern'd herd at your онай? ,. , 3 
For this, ye (сек the rabble, make 
Complain of wi and {peech it 

L. Fir, Еос до thy country! Whar 
Which the Decemvirate abüfc fo, 
Бий gain'd by fraud, now held by v ? 

18% not mere facrilege, and ufurpation ? 
"With all the fatal arts of dark ambition, 
Did ye nat praétife on the tribes, to pave 
Your way to empire? Nay, thou haughty tyrant, 
‘Their chief, whofe fierce and barb'rous pride was wont 
"To (риа the: quickly learn'dit to fmooth. 
"That ri brow, and court the dregs of Rome } 
‘The populace thus moulded to your purpofe, 
Ye threw afide the mask, and with bold robbery, 
Seiz'd fovercign power ! 
$5 Ap and will bold it too, 
“In {pire of thee, Valerius and Horatius! 

L, Fir. Valerius and Horatius once were names 
Fatal to — Their great м on x А 
Once join'd their virtues "guint the Ваш a 
Ti * fluic'd their EL in —— -— 

‘purchas’d immortality !— Will thefe, Ё 
‘Who wear their father's names, fo their * 
No, proud Decemvir thou falt find cheir puiss . > 









Liven their fons ! {parks of liberty, 
An Roman breafs, tho’ faint, yer ЁШ 
Blown by their breaths, may kindle 

"The gen'rous fire (Вай. catch 















А ae МЫ red with his patriot blood | 
т i is 1 7 
+ Ap. Confusion !—— * е ч ы 
L. Fir. Ha, Decemvir does it Ring thee ? 
With murder 100 is coupled! thy fell bofom 
— !—The cries — 
lover's ns, the hivfoands, parente, 
— pur riy af ае” A 
‘But think not ye: our fpirits are fo tam'd, 
So broke by conffant pu атн inftant march, 
T'il join the camp—the int bands thal know, 
While t drop blood for Rome, what chains are forging 
— thofe vi&orious hands that fav'd 
“country !— yes, Decemtit!—and "ere. 
Kspeé their thanks! ———" жи. us, 
др. By heav'ns, thou batt awak'd, 
A fire tha: fhall bu دی‎ beue Itam'd 
‘The {pirits in Rome, quell’d the, fe 
кайый epe Т 


And nicks beneath my yoke, to fhrink 


‘Con dy T? Th Bera pre cs E 
ontroi = тег, pro: 

Наро ee ын, 
Shall eek i, and on her panting Бойс, 7 ^ 
Receive the dearamends! ~ — qo 





"тн. 

{ай be mine—her 

Щ с-- Бъз Ге» impetuous withes, "СЦ her. 
Had turn'd his back on —— — у 

"Till I e'enburfi with rage— — t hen, but 

His daughter for my prey, Td like a ty, 

Leap'd at his throat Вос now, my 

Nous can brook reftraint —I am repi 


— — way ———i il pl ry 


‘Tho*all fink to loweft Tartarus, . 
And drag me headlong with her cumb'rous ruins ! 


Claud. Is this the hero, whofe Superior тере M; 


Has won an empire ? 
Ap. Claudius, Гат mad !— 

I'm on the rack !—My foul, with all her 
Chain’d down and "d, that (he —— 
To fhake her heavy — 

From this 
` Claud, Now, 

Whom we adore, за: Нас has chang'd thee thus ? 
And backward turn'd the courfe of thy Song nature, 
]nflexible rill ne мао г рге) ни 
ing love's fweet а i: 
Oren le fighs and * 
dft thon have me 

Tell oer the tale of my difbonous e Dwell om | 
Each point and circumitance of m; — 


1 


7 


And parcel out my fhame 2 —— 


тете bot blood, i ашак Кус 
А — — 
was fea! en L 
Tn th’ open Forum. the певци cow 
Wits’ дтн" damfet tint paf wy by 
ic a young " шеу 
Attended only by one female flave.. 


all o'er, 1 felt a pain 
Yet mix'd with fira hes 
And thrill in 





Venus, hea мей! 

сораса 
74 = 

те, 











‘Could thou fee thia ?——— 
Ap. Before I quite had emer ic 
She enter’d, vid —— the public fehools, 
'd to our Roman maids ; 
jere fuddenly. Lftopp'd ——here Bond reed ora 
My eyes devouring — — 
Claud. Ye powers of | 
Who shall henceforth’ * your boundlefs fway ? 
‘Thus I remain’ entranc'd ; and at my eyes 
Drank in her beauties, and with them deep draughts 
Of poifon, how delicious |—1í Ше mov'd, 
‘What grace !— Or if the mingled in the dance 
Among the blooming virgins, Dian's (ей, 
Amidit her woodland nymphsdhe feem’d! — At length, 
—— alpre hetook, 
гирд lyre, and to harmonious chords 
Pan out foch melting ftrains, as would have (laid 
"Th' upliftedarm of angry Jove, in act. 
To deal bis under nag guilty world ! x Р 
‘Claud. 1n what bright forms a raptur'd lover's fanc; 
Fco do i эк ж хеър aima, pend tel 
; pix dM ul this? 
Ac the рап being ended, 
ued forth a When dirai 1b; eyes of al 
[x —— her alone ——— abad 
Her lovely face o'erípread with moly —* 
‘That witneis'd tweet contution, fe ler drop 
Her veil, and homeward mov'd with decent pace, 
and ülent 1 — Ever fince that day, 
^ picem e суда foul has knowu оо reft! 








— 
VIRGINIA | за: 


Керү» s mene перат —— 
in her torn Hairy ао 
Invoking heav’n rir ams am 
Injure, —— UTE 
Her /d limbs а Еа d 
joys — infincere, unripe, + жи ч 
ot half poffefs'd ! - 
Oh! Claudius, 1 will own to thee; with 
T wacom’ heart is melted to the (oftnefa. мана. 
ОҒ a fond, lovefick maid !—Fain would 1 win 
Her gentle foul, poffeís her affections ! ‘ 
Bur, Ob eee | А 
‘The е, 
| Hold, Appius lm 
Whar if fome luckier chance might yet prevail 
And give her to your withes, charm’d and "NN 
Were not that well ?—— 
. Thou mean'ft to trifle with mel 
арт have a care! tn 
вай lb ing pone а 
г i fervice, me 
——— уем ers aid; who won at — 
my unwearied pray'r, ut length confents 
Peelers qur саше. еб 
Ap. That may be fomething— 
ses Virginia" — x 
"Tis an event КАТ 
lone could — what has mov'd berto't, > 
Unle(sa fecret paffion for cilius, - > 
* —* floin upon her peace. 
, that were uch one 
po "Dod, 
Май firit deftroy their Pede сону d 


Diftit her bane to taint their 
Light up refentment! | — 
— tales, 


















2954 А — | 


эт VIRGINIA 
gun ning Sty ip жа, on 
—— КҮ : = 
then !---1'И fly thy: moment, 


me at her feet !-- -With приз, aad tear, 
pw E the moving eloquence of love,- 
= P'U try to melt her heart! Foe who cam paint 
"The: energy, the tranfports of a lover ? 
айдаш. Finch of- рону without Virginia! 
1 feel а void ! Phere’s fomething wanting here! 
[Sriking bis гай. 
Come then, Sweet God of love, and.crown my wifes, 
And touch the lovely maid with equal бге! 
I'm wild with tranfport!---Oby yetedious hours, 
Add feathers сомй wings! that I may prove 
“Foe united joys af empire and ot love! х [Enova 


Exo of the Finst Act, 





ас T. ^ IL 
“ SCENE, Marcia”, Apartment, 
Marcia and Icilius, meeting. 
MARCIA. 
UCIUS Icilius, welcome ! 
ДИ. Gen'rous Marcia, 
npos'd of faith and honour, conítant exer! 
pay fuch thanks, as one Бет all bounds 
ОБЩА, can рау!---Мау the — above 
Reward thy truth, — ‘at thy greate} need, 
Grant mea friend as noble as thyfelf ! 
Oh, Marcia !---I have feen—— 





n = 
VÍRGINTÍA . га 
Virginis gates, thefe eves Бене. 
<Thaeeordied ср әү 
Was coming forth; — 
Mar. Icilwsy x 
How ай per oben RA riin аа e 
Would I conceal what ош «оо {ооп müf know! = © 1 | 
kil My ——— Does’ 
. villain. one — — ton Е 
Attempt my love Oh, — — > 
Ora lier farmife Pe MT het? 
Маг. Oh, no!——— rere — 
Kril. 1 Shall grow mad | =dittrading, pruden 4 
Crowd ff npon met Mara i thy foul 
Ot Weniup chen at 
of or F if the 3 «йт 
ог love, —* ха 
Can move thee, fpeak Дэ e Dem сту! 
Sufpence is death ! Ua 
Mar. Icilius, hat T pity thee, 
"The heav'ns bear witnefs tor pet ` 
Teil. Ah, Virginia! 
"Thou fhale- have juftice у пот бийлет Appius 
Invade rade thy. helplefs innocence un punifh'd ! 
cilius rhánk-of that по тоге His ром”: ^ 
Mocks all refiftance ! His imperuevewill, x 
Alone the meafure of all right and wrong t 
Inflexible i foul ; Dum he: 
His deflin'd pur; though the 
Werehumbled: n * 




















— үтү "MOS 
— VIRGINIA 
Do I hear m — r: т 
sen dn jam и 
natae Couldft thou read within my breaft 
deep characters thy woes are gray'd ; 





| esed dh, tby haplefs — 


"The bitter, but yet ne 
"Fhep would clio know thy Marcia not ВИЧЕ 
Ta pity to и nor in faith 
To his Vi: 
Іей. Stil it obfcure and ftrange—— 
Some myit'ry yet behind---But, Marcia, fay, 
ТЕЛ could part from all my foul holds dear, 
‘Tear from my panting brea this rooted 
And quite forget that cer 1 lov'd Virginia! 
‘What would become of her ?— That dear, kind maid! 
What would be her defpair, her loft condition, 
Should I, on whofe firm —— eager 
Relies, forfake her ? 
‘Mar. Тв all this diftrefs. 
For ber alone ?---Left the thould over-grieve 
For fuch a lofs? 
10. What dark and dreadful meaning 
Lurks underneath (Бебе words? 


And yet I know not why--- Thou cani постели 
Ab, no !---Let me fhun that !---My. centr 
Shudd’ring farts back, as from a precipice, 
То look that way !.-] dare nor think fuch inl 
For were fhe falfe!—— 
Mar. — calm thy {pirie— 

“And fand 


74 for irat hrm, | rk 
nen 2 





Say, art copa bor фе НМ Tid ew thou RES E 
Can I forget; in our firft hours af love, re 
pected nt Mte 
5 Mer 
ga A We 
е, "o en 
Ta broke avec, БОЗАУ Ween ^i 
pepe De "a петров 198 A 
ighi ом ш! s 
That EN excel’ of blih? 2 
Mar. Why, what a wreich am 1!—Can Ther dig 
Yor Appi might eed eae Да ; 
or Appius -High and proud, rugged, fetere, f 
ial wi merla tempa MIR o 
Mar. It feems thou вом ноб Lacius, f rx 
"The force of vanity in торене дк du * 



















mr 7m 1 тра 
VIRGINIA 


bns begone !---The li t 
течан e a D aeg са . 


ра t e ad 


A faith more firm, anda le(s cruel foe ! 
Yet ere 1 quit thefe hated walls for ever, 
~ Once more 1 will behold the per} iy 
un d in the bitrernefs g oul i 

raid her with my wrongs ! (Going. 

Mar. Yet йау, Icilivs ! 
For mercy, Боса moment flay, and hear me ! 
[Exit Icilius, 

He's gone ! t-i. What have I done ?---A horrid deed! 
Methinks I dread to look within myfelf, 
Lam ѓо black, fo guilty |---Let me hide me 
From thought---I dare not think---Ah, —— 1 
Abus'd Icilus !---Wretched, wretched ‘Marcia 


SCENE, Virginia's Apartment, 





р Plautia and Virginia. 
Plaut, My dearci child, take comfort — 
Vir. Oh, my Plautia ! 
My more than mother !--- Thou, whofe tender care. 
Nun'd up my infant weaknefs, now my friend ! 
What comfort can I know, when all I love 
Is far away, expos'd to ст" 
ОҒ cruel w: -That dear, that faithful breaft, 

* Where my foul lives, where ev'ry wih and hope, 
As to their cénter tend, perhaps this moment 
Bleeds by fome hottile fpear !---while fatal Appius 
Мой bafely in his abfences dares invade 
— bens ar До aid halon- E 

ute Пето, mj даа тога his 

Vic. Voti ek mil И 
ir. me го аг э. гы 

Perhaps m —1 know not. Plautia, m 

„ Bur for (сі d wih to die 1 
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" тутт 
vines ШЙ 
Vir, Plautia; Бо шие оле нео 
« The овор ае e before rae? © 117 mns 
Plaxt. Alas, my Child! itwasa dream--no more— | 
Fir, A dream |—this mid-day fen not now betiga iae 
With fenfes more awake !---metbinks I fee E 4 
And hear her ftill !---that more than human foris? - 
"That voice! that action! grave, mojetticy fad! ^ 4 
Daughter, the faid (pointing to a large'wound + 
On ber fair bofom, that yer dropp'd with blood) 
Behold Lucretia, who for glory died ! 
Remember, that this path 1$ always open 
‘To virtue, and to fame !--- Theo Bighing, thus ! 
She parted from my fight !—— 
Plaut. 'T was terrible ! 4 
Fir. Oh, 'twas a hint from fate---my father аас 
за too---myfelf, а helplefs maid, 
ров? to all the infolence of power. 
Pia, this mighty fhade in pity came 
"T айй my virtue, her great example, 
pe teach me how — е á 
Раш. Virginia, hear r^ Wa 
ae to my cautious аре and ripe 
long thy father will return---with ша 
Teg’ comes---till then be mild with A 
Sooth his wild rage ; deprive him not boi) 1 
Left srm’d with pow'r, and flung by chy rath foorm, | 
Like а fell wolf, the thepherd far away, - 
He wrong th Лей innocence. 
Fir. Oh, g iji ! * 








Май Ldiflemble? farter? mutI it — 77 
A part my foul спен а arts, 


аг ам ones ufe !—— tet 
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"TM oa kt ira ‚ Eater Appius. 

CI Lord Арын. —— 
ue. Erw 

4 at ime appear ihg» 

. Unwelcome to your eyes, ai ТА bd! - „ 
But, Oh; the tarments notto be endur’d, . 
‘The agsnies 1 4ес1! They drive me оп. 

Ñ all hope! ---1 would obey, ‘batcennot! 
[y trembling limbs unbidden brar mz to thee, 
And my fond fon] wants power to check their courte; 
Ab, then! if thon Бай piry in thy nature, 
1! e'er that tender bolom henv'd with fighs, 
At fome fad tale of wretched, hopelefs love, 
Bleeding, difiratled, torn with wild defpair, 
Look, look on me! for ali that woe is mine ! 
Fir. Ic ill befits the glory ef great Appius 
"То mock an humble maid —— s 
Ap. Alas, Virginia! — 
Mock thee but well I know.thou слой not mean it? 
Mock thee ?— Ву Беак из, all greatnefs, power, andpride, 
Empire, and rule, degraded fall before thee, 
And vaniíh inio nothing I— Turn not from me! ~ ^ 
Fir. My Lord, my Lord !—without reproach and 
How may a Roman virgin dare to liften (i 
"To words like thefe ?---and in a father's abfence ? 
- And What con thereat high-born Appius mean, 








But Кого, and ruimtó Virginia ? 
Ap Студ | 
"Thou know’ 


Fir. M Lord, Tis jow my humble lot 
Наз plac’ far beneath you ; a this heart 


As not leis fe of {ате and bafencfs, 
hah futi bleed, 
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Thy зл > and th: " 1 
Ennob! ее ce 
Aud A e пана here, Їй ` 4 
1п x Thee goo я 

* A ..- — 
наке) ou f Ч appelé inviolable law" ^" ° +. А 


Yourfelf — that interdi€ts fuck union ? 
Ар. Hase 1 deferv’d fo little of my country, 
As not то ста an inftant revocation 


OF any law that dooms me го be wretched” IM , 
Before to-morrow’s fun awake the world, - 
- Te fhall be доре-- ¢ 
Vir. 1 mutt not, date day * < 


ze E Tike this---My lj let me intreat 
Gleave wt till my pere be return’d 5, * 

Tie daughter of a Roman citizen 

Cannot without a flain admit fuch vifits. " 
Ap. Crue) !---What banifh me from thy lov'd fight < 

For days !---whole т nights !---it mult pot Ве f 

Here ler me fall, and breathe my fairhful vows! 

Here, on the Гоцев altar of hy hand, 





sa 
‘Swear endle(s truth and Tove ! _ [Erling 
Fir. Wife, rife my Lard! Аш. 
ter Tcilive. » 
Kil. Ha! do I fee et - ‘ 
Fir, Icilius here! > 
2, p here си hanee I — 
ihe all the pow'rs abow 
vin ol ben Be ВИ : 





Guided me here, that d — 

t doubt no more, nor 

o falfe ! fo fatal! 

Fir, 5:9 далар 
What mean 


inert 


Ail. Madam, * á 
You have gone "elle this | 
Was ablent, lab’ring in the fields « i 
You've made a chiaice пи — z 


Alone could merit fuch 4 H X VERO i 
"Па true, dax dard ha р Baan vo | 
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EU, —Á— 
hence! dok hou poe 
for herl- 
— opos 
Viri 1злїйз well Jciliús Per > 
From thee this ufage? — Faken ди 
4. By — + 
Iwi ho thy —— — 
2e. as bafe as tl le birth, 


сой thee dear 1---R. oft reflrains mj. my rage, 
Or with thus arm 1 would с! —— 


(Laying nji дет 
cil. By heav'ns, Decemvir, a ee a 
Avd.thou о'еграу'й my wrongs---I'il call thee bebe 
Вих J forgot---ifiy outrage is entrutted on" 
‘To fafer hands---to liftors, guards, and armies, 
{Appius coming “phe ‘with bis feverd draw, 
nia ry 
Fir For кеу hold !---Oh, (раге my foul thefe tem 
‘Nor drive me — — J [rors, 


ux "Thou lJovel: 
e fethy e Cii NE at thy feet I lay 
ord grid: my refentment, and difclain 


Soper, ambi and * 
—— odie ev'ry paffion, 


doit абы, he avows оу 
И, —— 





1 пети 
VIRGINIA 


as Teil Іар да) э! 
+ Tast heart, wc za 
To blefs m: 
Tha —— d : 
perjur’ T 4 
Pay dus Tullia shel жара Eu 
То trample on th; атда 
* Like her, trium; fant on thy hy a een 
Drive o'er thy rev'rend father's mangled corfe,» ^^ 
And [rie qna ndi that'leads to empire 
Vir, Gothou! ot Jonger dare to violate 
My ears with thy licentious; brutal (peech.! 
Ga, where I never may behold thee more ! 
2р. Why. — my hopes fal thank thee, 


Kil. Yer falfe one, Twill go! „1 Фоа ножа 
irkfome totbee; yes, 1 will go, 
And where thou never онай —— ⸗ к 
Come, yc fierce JEqui, pierce this breat? Here make 
A peice for ще blood !--. The torrent 
Shall wathaway Virginia's fatabimage ! e 
1000; as well as Ше, wili thank the hand — 

"That gives the blow! 
Fir. Refentment, 
Tor up my foul tom int ruins on 

ill tell what paffes here y. й 
Fe Нал л! 
Fiere Icone АА Gromer et "ht 
we. call uj М мү? 
To pithy or to aven —— [К 

No—whilethis breath of Icannot, 
Т cannot curfe Virginia !. ума 
_ That once lov’d name, — aig mada 
"This only--- midft the gtories of È م‎ 
Мауй thou remember, når without а pang, - 
Spee tis a eae 

Lit epee igs. Л 
5 vaste 
отъ. Ф, fay, 
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Ex. 


— age wa ys Apia Кр 
thus thy knees! 
do yv Mele dut beld by Ap- 


E Lay üt My —* 
—— sto tyrant! 
Баз те ara ee e 5) ме 
» Мог longer blai It ach а ien т 
Is't not enough —* Баб undone my 
Biorted my fame, drove from my longing eyes 
My only love, defpsiring, bent on death, е 
Stabb’d to the heart with the empoifon'd thought + 
‘That hit Virginia's falfe ?—And would thy cruelty 
Yet farrher опише me? 
Ap. На, is it this ?$ —— 
Рой thou then own thy love for him, thy hate 
For me it well by Héav'ns, 1 thank thy rage? 
lt has forc'd out, before thou wert aware, 
‘The fecret of thy foul, conceal’d till now, 
And all thy arts unveit'd !—but for this chance 
2" been fool'd !— hy looks of feeming mildnefs, 
itle foothing fpeech, and foft demeanor 
qu and fale !) bad almoft vanquifh'd me, 
n me Fy my fix'd refolves,—but fice “tis thus 
'm fpurn'd, and my fond, generous, arlene paffion 
‘Thus treated ке» 
Fir. Hence, with thy detefled paffion, 











ECT PET Se 
VIRGINIA 
That and i 
IM P sede del — 
Nor fhall my vengeance гей 
leilius--- He, thy minion ! foon e 
What "tis to have pull’d down on his crufh'd;head. 
The wrath of Appius!---Now, go f and 


"Thou fhalt h: — — 
Be tank to ry i erect у id, 


mighty Jove mer Semele!—i 
* oat 

ta fier е, ^n 

"Where (ай Lily !--- Terror, —— 

Surround me!-+-Heav'n and earth abandon me ‘= 
Iciilus gone---perhaps to death---Thourwretch | 
Whofe fatal pride has plung’d thee in this pu 
Of horror, view. thy, and then grow mad! "> 
Diftragtion та e: no relief for me RU 
Like mine ?i—No. in flore i—Quicl те йу !-- 
— — my sy — 
Ere ftung with grief and rage, he quit for ever. . 
“Thefe hated walls l Rezand his fight, ye ро | 
And let thefe ftreaming eyes and breaking heart 
"To gentle pity melt rhe gen'rovs youth, 
And clear my love, my hoaour, aod my wuth., [Бай 

















Exp of the Szcoxp Act, Ве: 
RO ar Ne: 
f SCENE, Marci'y Apartment. 12.1 
Appius, Claudios, and Marcia 
CrapbiUs, — e 
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YIRG s NIA! a 
Em PE 
———— d d gentle Marcia ё 
Mar. This black contrivance ftarvies me---this fhews me 
My own offence---what, feize her as a flave ! 
A free-born maid ! and with bir'd perjury, 
—— fuborn’d, and —— for gold, defpoil her. 
Of fpotlets fame:! —— Berend befo bafe! è 
Ap. и feems that Marcia then, of all ber fex, 
атом, an advocate for faith, and honour ! 
Mar. Upbraid тте weil thou way'ft—my own fad heart, 
Confeious of guilt, upbraids me yer more bitterly, 
And tells me, the fevcre reproach is ўе; 


Yet, thanks то the blef at length thefe 
Dit. my рү р virtue — 


1L idle fede of vain philofophers ! 
— 7 and prating bere xm 
—* with your pedant мот !— I'l по more on’t--+ 
Let me learn truth and virtue from awoman ! 
Now, Marcia, hear (to thew the deep eficéts 
Of thy тергоо!) that yer before the ftar/ 
ОҒ night arife, thou behold Virginia, 
еа араа „ claim'd, prov'd, and adjadg'd 
we in th” Vm —— у а born flave —— 
Mat me, and by my fenrence too, fair Marcia. 
Mar, Дада за {р from gods! and doft thou claim 


From Hercules ehe. purg'd rhe earth of monflers ! 
Claud. Marcia, — 4 
Mar Away, vile fycophant ! 

T таа not call thee brother lm This bafe eounfel 
Was thine: "tis fuch pernicious flatrerers, 

Sucht, redy, ready, мө faves, as thou art, 2 

^flifle truth, poifon all virtue, та 

And curfe aside it —— 5 


K le 
| For if Тегло. Mara, —— 
|] * i. 1 


— — fant lover, n 
are "ж 





— 5 maid ?---Was this deese prog и 
* phe entia rud ай (һу eare⸗ ча 
For poor her threaten’d honour? 7 ` 
And now Ferme hopes аге loft, would’ thou affume 
A virtue which thou адо not > - 


4p. Worthy Marcia; 
То quit the liceace of thy fpeech) —— 
ме defeated, tailed dits ppointed, 


"That makes fuch virtuous profelyres аз thou art, 
And fills the world with prating hypocrites! 
Mar. What фай 1 fay — what anfwer make 
To this deep charge !---forgiwe те, pitying Heav'n 1 
And, Oh, ye pair, whom I have inyur'd, 
Forgive me too! while thus with conícious bluthes 
own niy. faults own, ‘twas treach'rous love, = 

тен hat fir fedue'd my wand'ring fteps from virtue ; 
Yet guilty, and unhappy а». am, 

joul farts back with borrorfrom.acrime ~ Е 
Like this---’ris true, while Appius meant with honour ' 
То wooe Virginia for bis virtuous bride, м 
I aided, though by means not wholly juft; 





h 
But this is fuh per perdition! words are wanting 
"To givea name to it !--- Oh, Appius !~--Claudius ! 
Quir, quir berimes this fatal enterprize, 
Nor call down thunder on your impious heads ! 
Ap. Away, the drearis lets: hes this way 
Claudius. [Жхекл Appius avd eem 
Mar. All's loft-—there isino 





